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Oa te « oe » Vas alinoft of the Mind to fend out 
BEA WSO) this Book without the Ceremony of a 

Preface, but for one Reafon, that 
" makes a ‘Page or two necefjary. I 
have obferud that People, whenever they are 
pleas'd, love to know who it is has contributed to 
their Pleafure: and this Thought, in fome mea- 
Sure, oblig’d me to give a fhort Account of Dr. 
KENRICK, whofe Pofthumous Pieces, together 
with thofe of Mr. Havy and Mr.Watsn, make 
Up a confiderable Part of this Collection. As for. 
the Two Latter, they are well known to the pre- 
AN . feng 


2 SSS = = ieee marae 
———— - = . = ee 


a SS 
SS = 


= 


4 
| 
k 
i 
i 


2 
ee ~ ~ 


= a FS 


{Wdwwch Prd sabbiedkh wy Gide 


fent Ages the One having been an Organift of He- 
reford, and in much Efteem for his Muy cal Com- 
pofiti ‘tions; the Other, a Gentleman of Fortune, who 
has already diftinguifl'd himfelf in Poetry, and 
been congratulated Lr. his happy Performances of 
that kind. 


Pr. Kenrick took his Degrees both m Divinity 
and Phyfick, and being a Perfon of Vivacity and 
Wit, entertain'd bis Leifure Hours in. Poetical 
Compofitions. Eis Talents {ecm equal im Pancgy- 
rick, Satire, azd Lyric: There is a Fire and Spright- 
linefs of Thinking zvbich runs thro all his Copies, 
and to this, erbaps, he owd that hafte in bis 
Writing, whicn ide him (ometimes negligent of 


Harmony Geth im Rhimes aad Numbers. 


Fhere are fovera! renee men's Names of Note, 
awho furnifo'd other Carts in this Collection, (and 
whofe Character might give a checkto any Over- 
freedom in Cenfure) shiat might be added, but that 
T am not at Liberty tomfert them; fome of them 
heii ng in too high @ Station of Life, and others 


ha ving fine oblig'a d themfe ives to feverer Studies. 


As to Mifcellanies m ls, T losk upon them, 
of Ufe, bot with regard to the Diverfiom of the 
| Readers, 


PREFACE. y 


Readers, and.as they are Store-houjes to preferve 
elegant Compofitions, that otherwife would dwindle 
away in Obfcurity. I hope, as This fucceeds, the 
Men of Retirement and Modefty will convey to 
me. their dormant Treafiures, and not blifo any 
longer to be admird m Publick. It has been my 
conftant Opinion; that there are now, and have 
been, as good Verfes fiified thro’ Diffidence; and 
fo loft to the World, as yet have heen publi hd. 
If any Stock of thefe latent Jewels come in; I miay 
be encourag’d to furnife out a Second Mifcellany to 
more Advantage and Satisfattion, both of my fey 
and my Readers. 
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To which is prefix’d a fhort Essay on 
the ORIGINAL, andits AUTHOR. 


By Mr. THEOBALD. 


Mufeum ante omnes ---- 


if 
Ni 
1 
iH 
\) 
if 


| 
| 

} 
| 
: 
: 


OU ol Ask 


Hero and Leander of Mus aus. 


yExzOQ) 11 E, Apologies, which I thall make 
( ae for re-tranflating the following 

> Poem, which has already ap- 
pear'd above four times in the 
Englifo of as many different Poets, lie in 
avery narrow Compafs. In fhort, Every 
one, who has attempted it, has not Tranfla- 
ted it, bur rather taken the Liberty of ma- 
king a Modern Paraphrafe. There ate cer- 
tain Peculiarities in the Turn of Thought 
and Expreflion of every Writer, which if 
he, that meddles with him, does not preferve 
and imitate, he cannot be faid to Tranflate 
his Author, but builda New Poem on his 
Bottom. 


b 4 I had 
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Essay. on. the 


I had fcarce mention’d, This, but that 
Tam to account to my meer Engl Rea- 
ders for the Number of compound Epithets 
they will: meet with in this little Piece: “It 
may look like an Affectation of Pomp,which 
might have been fpar'd, to Thole, whe do 
nopknow that fuch Epithets, and a parti- 
cular Tendernefs that runs through the whole, 
are the diftinguifhing Characters of the Ori- 
ginal. Whether the Greek Poem be as Old 
as it is pretended, it was certainly defign’d 
tobethought as Old; and Compound Epi- 
thets were the darling Labour of thofe Times, 
as is plain to obferve from ten thoufand In- 
{tances in Homer, Hefiod, Pmdar,. and in 
“i {chylus, particularly, among the Tragicks. 

Ir has been the Ill-Nature, or Artifice, 
of a few late Centuries, where they have 
found any thing Excellent, to endeavour 
to bring it down as near as might be to 
their own Times, and utterly to, difallow 
its being Antique or Genuine. . This is the 
very Cafe with our Hero and Leander; they 
will not have it to be the Work of thatOld 
Poet, the Succeflor, if not Son, of Orpheus ; 
bueof fome moreModern Grammatical Mu- 
feus, who wrote pretty low within the Pe- 
siod of Chriftianity. I 


Hero and Leander of Mufeus. 


I confefs. I am not able to enter upon 
any Decifion of this difputed Point ; and 
{am very willing to decline the Pedantry 
of amafling all the Authorities and Opini- 
ons, which I could produce, that labour 
either to fubvert or fupport the Antiquity 
of our Author. But as I am pretty confi- 
dent he is not fo Modern as fome Cavillers 
would pretend him, ihope, I fhall be par- 
don’d for employing two or three Pages on 
the Queftion, and I'll endeavour in R ui- 
tal, to be as little tedious upon this Head, as 
a Piece of Chronological Criticifm will al- 
low. 

Ture Objection, which is of the great- 
eft Weight with me againft the Antiquity 
of this Poem, is what a Great Man in (ri 
tical Learning made againtft the Epiftles of 
Phalavis, the Silence and Pretermiffion of Au- 
thors during a long Series of Ages. We can 
{carce prefume the whole Sett of GrecianW ri- 
ters fhould be Strangers to fuchaPerformance 
of Mufieus ; or if they were not, that none 
of them all thould take any Notice of it. 
The Books; ftom which 1 fhould have’ ex- 
“pected mott Certainty in this Point, are thofe 
of Stobexus, Arheneus, and Paufanias ; but 
aint , the 
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the Two Firft, who are made up with Col- 
letions from the Old Greek ote havenot 
one Quotation from Mufzus ; and the Laft, 
who produces fome Fragments attributed to 
Mufeus, {ays in exprefs dns tikes that there was 
Nothing extant Wi ch could certainly beat 
{ctib’d.to Mu yeus, but his Hymn on Ce 
And he is of Opinion, t thatthe other Pieces 
which pats’ dunderhis Name, were wrote by 
Onomacritus, wnom Voffius and {ome others 
have likewife complimented with thofe Co- 
pies, that vulgarly are afcrib ‘d to Orpheus. 

Iam forry we have no Le from 
which we can afcertain whatthole Remaims 
were, that are hinted at by Paufanias, and 
which were old enough to be father’d upon 
Onomacritus; For tho’ He wae tere Mone 
dred Years Younger than the Old Mufeus, 
andliv'd in the timeof Hipparchus the Son. 
of Pififratus;, by this Account he flourifh’d 
above five hundred and fifty Y eats before 

the Period of Chrffianity. 

IF this Poem then (tho’ we have no. 
Teftimony of its being fo) may be fup- 
pos’'d One of thofe Remains, it would de- 
feat a..great Number of Opinions {tarted 


oO 
by our Modern Criticks, who labour to 
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drag it down fo much nearer to our own 
Times, even as low as the Fifth Century 
of our Chriftian Ava; and will have it, that 
our Author has borrow’d very largely from 
the Dionyfiacs of Nomaus, who liv’d about 
that Time. 

Tre Perfons, who firft (at leaft to my 
Knowledge) broach’d this Conjecture, are 
If, Caufabon, and Daniel Pareus, the latter, I 
think,a German; and I may venture to fay, 
the meaneft of Commentators. He has writ 
a paltry Commentary on this Poem, in 
which he very frequently quotes fome Ver- 
fes of Nonnus, where Two Words, perhaps, 
together correfpond with Terms ufed by our 
Author. I mutt confefs, 1 yet want abet- 
ter Argument to convince me, that ¢here- 
fore our, Poem was almoft wholly borrow'd 
from the Dionyfiacs. 

I could oppofe the Authorities of Sca- 
liger, Heinfius, and feveral other Criticks of 
equal Weight, who wouldall be unwilling to 
allow this Poem fo Modern as to be ftoln 
from Nonus; But this is a Task which 1 
have promis'd to decline, and which. be- 
longs to the Pen of one better skill'd in, 
and better pleas‘d with, Controverly, There 

are 
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e Criticks in the World, I know, who 


look upon Greek to have fuch a certaih 

Mark in its Mouth,° that they can precife 
ly determine upon the Age of any Com+ 
pofition in that Language. For my own 
Part, I confefs my {elf a Novice in thefé 
Niceties; and therefore defign to lettheMat- 
ter re{t b chy y upon theFoot of Probability. 

I fhall not beg the Queftion, in faying; 
that the Story oF Hero And Leander was very 
well known before th fee Age; and 
I dare fay, it would be ie very hard Task, 
would any onethinkit of Momentenough 
to enquire into, to prove that Ovid himfelf, 
in his Epiltles from thefe Lovers, has been 
beholder: n for fome pint and Exprefit- 
ons to this very Poem. | I am ftire it was 
the Opinion of no Ww orfe ‘eyed than * 
Aldus two Centuries ago. iui Tam fenfible 
the Contrary may be fuggefted, that our 
Author rather is a Borrdwee from’ Ovid, and 
thereforel fhall advance one moreSugeeftion. 

Pomponins Mela, a Writer who flourith’d 
in the Reion of Auguftus, {peaking of Aby- 
los and Seftos, has thefe Words * > Abydos 
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* Tn his Prefaceto Mufeus’ s Hero and Leasder, publifh’d at Paris 
by Chriftianus Wechelus, in the Year 1548. 

* De fitu Orbis.], 1. cap. 19. Ibid. 1; 2,cap. 2. 
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magni quondam amoris commercio imfignis ¢ft. 
Andin another Place; Ef. Abydo.ob- 
jacens Seltos, Leandsi amore pernobilis, Very 
few I believe) can think, thata Grave Wii- 
ter in a Geographical Defeription could count 
thofe Towns fufficiently fignaliz’d, by the 
Paflion of Leander, barely from two. amo- 
rous Epiftles, the Fiction of aPoet his Con- 
temporary. It 1s evident then, as I have 
before hinted, that the Story of this Amour 
was well known without the Help of Ovid. 
Now, this being granted, furely it cannot 
be fuppos’d that this Knowledge was deriv’d 
to them merely by Tradition 5 but it muft 
be allowed, that they ow’d it to the written 
Authority of fome ancient Author, whe- 
ther to Mufeus or no, is the Queftion. 
Iam almoft perfuaded, in my Efteem 
for this Favoutite little Piece, that Virgil too 
was not unacquainted with this Poem. Where 
he is {peaking of the prodigious, Force of 
Love, he throws us inthe very Inftance of 
Leander; and there are Circumftances in his 
Verfes, particularly as to the Death of Hero, 
which exactly {uit with the Account given 
by our Mufaus. Quid 
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* Quid fuvems, magnum cui ver[at im offibus zgnent 
‘Durus Amor ¢ nempe abruptis turbata procellis 
Notte natat ceca ferus freta: quem fuper ingens 
Porta tonat cel, & fcopulis inhfa reclamant 
¢ Aiquora; nec miferi poffunt revocare parentes, 
Nec moritura fuper crudelt funere Virgo. 

I have but one thing more to obferve, and 
I have done with Conjectures. Virgil did 
not learn the fatal Iffue of this Amour from 
his Converfation with Ovid; nor has the Lat« 
ter, as I remember, fo much as hinted at it 
in any of his Works. Befides, that the 
Georgics, we know were fnifh’d in the Year 
Rom. Cond. 724. Ovid was Born in the Year 
Rom. Cond.711, {o thatreckoning inclufives 
ly, Ovid could! be but 14 Years old, when 

Virgil had finith’d that Part of. his Poetry. 

[ may be thought, perhaps, on Account 
of this Effay, and what-I laft Year wrote 
to prove that Shake/pear was converfant with 
the Greek Writers, fond of combating gene- 
ral Opinion; but I declare, Lam fat from 
harbouring any fuch Oftentation; and asto 
what I have here fuggefted concetning AMu- 
feus, tho’ I fhould be laugh’d at for it by 
Some, I have at leaft che Satisfaction in this 
Point to be miftaken in Good Company. 


* Georgic, 3. carm. 258, ge. 
hoe 
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~ Fromthe Greek of MUSAUS. 


By Mr. THEOBALD. 


The ARGUMENT. 


HERO, was the Priefte[s of Venus, in the Torn 
of Scltos; at the Annual Feftival, in Honcur 
of that Goddefs and Adonis, the People met 


from all the adjacent Places: A mone the reft 
b | 
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came Leander, a Youth of Abydos, 2 Town 
which lay on the Shore, oppofite to Seftos. He, 
ftruck.with the Beauty of Hero, watchd his 
Opportunity to addrefs her, and prevail'd im his 
Suit. It was neceffary thew Marriage fhould 
be fecret, and on this Account he was oblig'd 
every Night to fwim over the Hellefpont to 
her Embraces: She, on her Part, agreed to 
hang out a Light for bis ‘Direttion, from the 
Top of the Tower, where, as fhe mform'd him, 
her Appartment was. 


(ING, Goddefs, the night-blazing Tapers 
_ (Fame, 


The Spy and Witnefs of a covert Flame ; 
That faw the Lover crofs the filent Stream, 

To act his Nuptials by the Moors pale Beam ; 
Nuptials, intrufted to the darkfome Sky, 


And undifcover'd by the Morning's Eye : 


é 


Abydos fing, and Seftes tow ry Height, 


Where Hero reap’d Love's Joys at Dead of “Night. 


» ad 
: « Verle 
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« Verfe can a-new cach long-loft Image raife, 


Wo 


I fee Leander fwim, the Taper blaze ; 
The Taper, that foretold Love’s Gueft at hand, 
That grac’d the Midnight Hero’s Nuptial Band ; 
The Taper, the bright Harbinger of Love, ‘ 
Which, its fweet Office done, AXthereal ove ( 
Ought to have rank’d with Knots of Stars above 3 + 
And there have call’d its new diftinguifh’d Fire, 
The Re | Star of gay Defire. 

Since, e’er the Wind too roughly ‘gan to blow, 
To Love-Coneerns it miniftred below ; 

Lighted the Lover to the wifhine 


q 


And kept the Secrets of the wakeful 


Burt on, my Mufe; and help thy Bard relate, 


From one difaftrous Caufe, a double Fate ; 


How the rude Winds quench’d by their hoftile Strife 
The Taper’s Fire, and poor L¢ander’s Life. 

p 
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THERE Jeffos ftood, and fam’d Abydos here 5 


Both to the Sea, and to each other near : 

So near, that Cupzd to the diff’rent Shore, 

And either Town, difpatch’d One Arrow o'er ; 
The Shaft a Youth and Virgin’s Breaft inflam’d, 
Leander He, and She bright Hero, nami‘d ; 
Seffos her Birth, and his Abydos, claim’d. 

Alike in Form the blooming Couple fhone, 


Each were the reigning Stars of either Town. 


STRANGER, if cer You to that Coaft repair, 
Look out, and view a certain Turret there ; 
Thence Hero held the Taper, when fhe ftood 
Leander’s Convoy o'er the darkfom Flood. 

Here Old Abydos,.and her wave-beat Shore 


Still the Youth’s Death and haplef$ Love deplore: 


But 
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But whence could He, who dwelt athwart the 


(Main, 


Seek Hero's Love, or her with Love enchain ? 


THE graceful Hero, fprung from gen’rousLine, 
As Venus’ Prieftefs tended at her Shrine : 
Divorc'd from Friends, the Nuptial Joy unfelt, 
Clofe by the Sea in lonely Tow’r She dwelt 5 
Herfelf another Venus ! But fo wife 
In Conduét, and of Character fo nice, 
Ne’cr She her Sex’s Meetings would frequent, 
Neer to the Dance, that youthful Pleafure, went : 
But, aw’d by the cenforious babbling Throng, 
She fear’d the Malice of a Female Tonguc ; 
(For Women, whofe chief Pride is Beauty’s Grace, 
Are ever envious of a rival Face :) 
The Queen of Love to pleafe was all her Care, 
And oft, with Sacrifice and foothing Pray’r, 
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She to the Heav’nly Mother’s Worfhip join’d 
Thy Godhead, Cupid, and thy Wrath declin‘d: 
With trembling Awe thy fiery Shafts rever'd, 
But *{cap’d not fo the fiery Shaft fhe fear’d. 

At Seffos now came on the folemn Day, 
Which they to Venus and Adonis pay : 
Joyous, the facred Feftival they crown’d ; 

And flock’d in Heaps from all the Iles around. 
Some from femonia’s flow’ry Banks defeend, 
And Sea-girt C yprus does her Thoufands lend : 
Not one gay Damfel of them all remains 
To grace, Cythera, thy unpeopled Plains : 


q7 


The dancing Tribe, that once were us’d to play 
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a’s Inmates, and thy Neighb’ring T own, 


ta | A a 
Abydos, tothe gen’ral Pomp go down; 
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Each amorous Youth, that boafts a Heart inflam, 
For They ftill follow, when a Feaft is nam‘d : 
Nor to the Gods with half the Zeal repair, 


As to Affemblies of the Young and Fair. 


W 17H aweful Steps now bending towar rd the 
( Shrine 


The Virgin Prieft prepares the Rites Divine ; 
Kindlingin Charms, with Grace around fhe throws 
Her glitt’ring Eyes, and lightens as fhe goes. 

Fajr as the Moon, when with her o Silver Light 
She rifes on the sloomy Cheek of Night. 
Vermilion Blufhes glow beneath her Eye, 

Bright as the Rofe’s inte rmingled Dye. 

So was the Purple checker’d with the Snow, 
That Rofes feem’d oer all her Limbs to grow : 
Still as She treads, her Steps frefh Rofes meet, 


And court the Preflure of her lovely Fect. 
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Falfely, of Old, the doting World’s Dectee 


Confin’d the Graces to the Number Three - 


— 


Numbers of Graces Hero's Form furround, 
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And ev'ry Look, and ev'ry Motion, crown’d : 
If She but fmil’d, you might at once defcry 
An Hundred fparkle in one laughing Eye. 

In Charms fo almoft equal, all confeft 

That worthy of the Goddefs was the Prieft : 
So far her Beauties the whole Sex out-fhine, 
She feem’d a Goddefs, and of Race Divine. 
No Youth beheld her, but his confcious Sou! 
Felt her Attractions all his Pow’rs controul. 
No Heart more ftern, and lefs to Loye inclin’d, 
But in one Wifh to clafp bright Hero join’d : 
Carelefs o’cx all the fair-built Dome fhe roves, 


And Eyes and Haarts purfie, where’er fhe moves: 


While 
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While one charm’d Youth; more amorous than 


(the reft, 


Thus breath‘d the Tranfports of his Love-fick Breaft. 


« Sparta \ve feen, and Lacedemon’s Town, 


<¢ Where Beauty claims the Prize, and chief Re- 
| | (nown : 

< But never “till ‘now beheld I one fo fair, 

<< A Face fo beauteous, and fo {weet an Air: 

“ Perhaps a Grace is hid beneath this Maid, 

«¢ In Beauty, and the Bloom of Youth, array’d. 

“ She tires my Sight’s too weak and aking Rays, 

And yet, unfatisfy’d, I'm forc'd to gaze. 

« Strike me, Some unforefeen Difafter, dead, 


Might I but firft afcend fair Hero's Bed ! 


nT 
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Gods fhould, unrival’d, in their Heav’ns abide, 


A 
aX, 


Had I but lovely Hero for my Bride ! 


Or, if ‘tis Sin thy Prieftefs to prefer, 


« Give me, at leaft, O Goddefs, One like Her. 
| THUS 


io .6€CrUs ORPGINAL 


Tuus {poke the Youth, while Others all around 


Rag’d with Defire, but hid the feftring Wound : 


Not fo, Leander, O hard-fated Boy, 

Would’ft Thou thy Peace with fecret Pangs deftroy ; 
Soon as the glorious Virgin you furvey, 

At once the fiery Paflion made its Way : 
Scorch’d to the Soul, thou did’ft difdain thy Life, 
Unilefs with charming Hero for thy Wife. 

At once his Eye-ball kindled with Defire, 

And his Heart boil’d with the refiftlef$ Fire : 


For Beauty, when ’tis perfet, moves a Pace, 


Out-ftripping far the feather’d Arrow’s Race : 


The Eye its Paffage ; and from thence the Dart 


Glides to the Breaft, and rankles in the Heart. 
Shame and Amazement now the Youth furprize, 


Now Fear, now Refolution fills his Eyes ; 
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Unnufual Tremblings all his Heart invade, 

And potent Shame a ftrong-botund Captive made. 
Aw’d, he confeft er Beauty, and zs Flame ; 

But Love prevail’d to difpofiefs his Shame. 


Thence grown refolv‘d, thence taught th’ Affault to 
(try, 
Gently he ftole, and ftood before her Eye. 


Full many a fide-long artful Glance he threw, 
And with dumb Nods invites the Virgin’s View : 
Soon as the Maid his wily Paflion found, 

She blefs’d her Charms, and triumph’d in hisWound. 
-Oft in herVeil She fhrouds her blooming Face, 
And robs his glowing Eye of every Grace ; 
Returns him Nods, half fmother’d, half conceald, 
And then fhines out with all her Charms reveal’d. 
Mean while Leander fooths his inward Pains, 
That She perceives his Fire, and not difdains. 
While he the fecret Hour with anxious Care 


Waits, whichhis Flame may to her Ear declare, 
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The pofting Sun points down with rapid Ray, 
And, wending to the We/f; huts inthe Day. 
When, now oppos’d to his defcending Gar, 
Appears the Gloom-denouncing Ev‘ning Stat. 
A, Sable-vefted Train of Clouds fucceed, 


And ‘with Night's Livry the whole Heavens o’er- 
({pread - 


This when Leander faw, he bolder grew, 

And clofer to the beautgous Virgin drew. 

Her rofie Fingers with dumb Tran{port preft, 
And along Sigh broke from his lab‘ring Breaft, 
She {peaks not, but like One that would betray 
Refentment, fnatch’d her rofie Hand away. 


While He, who faw the beauteous Nymph was 
(moy'd, 


And to his flatter'd Heart divin’d, She lowd, 
Undaunted grafps her rich-wrought Robe the while, 


And draws her to the Temple's inmoft Ile : 
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Reluctant, -firiving,’/at cach Step fhe ftay'd, 
And with flow Pace his ftronger Force obey’d.: 
Look’d back; and coind an unconfenting Brow, 


And chid the Youth as Virgins ufe:to do. 


“< STRANGER, What Frenzy can thy Mind 
(invade ? 


Ill-fated Youth ! Why drag’ft Thou thus a Maid? 


&¢ 


“ Forego my Vett, to thy own Home retire, 


cc 


And fhun the Anger of my wealthy Sire. 


Tis hard to any Virgin's Bed to rife ; 


“< But Venus’ Prieftefs is unlawful Prize. 


Tuus She her Sex’s artful Coynets try’d, 
But when Leander heard her {weetly chide, 


To his pleas’d Soul her well-feign’d Threatnings 
(prove 


The certain Symptoms of confenting Love : 


For 
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For ftill when Women moft their Threats employ; 
Thofe Threats are Heralds of fuceeeding Joy. 


Subdued with Love, thus he the Maid addreft; 


But firft he kif her fnowy, fragrant Breaft. 


“ Pallas, whom next to Pallas I revere ! 


rf 
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Thou Venus, next to Venus ever dear ! 
“ Beyond bafe Mortals, thou art all Divine ; 


“ Fove's Daughters only boaft fuch Charms as 
(thine: 


“ Happy the Man, thou call’ft thy Sire; the Wife, 


“ Who bore thy Weight; and brought thee forth 
(to Life ! 


“ But happier far the Womb, that did infold, 

“ And cherifh thy unripen’d, beauteous Mold! 
“* Oh, let my Pray’rs thy dear Attention moye; 
*« And pity the Neceffity of Love. 


“ Venus her PrieftefS to her Laws invites, 
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Come, and begin the myftick Nuptial Rites : 


« Thy 
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¢ Thy Virgin Care thy Patron's Shrine upbraids, 


A 


~ 


¢ For Venus joys hot in unfinifh’d Maids. 

< Wilt Thou. her venerable Orgies grace? 

« Be it by Marriage, and a Wife’s Embrace. 

« Tf you to love the God, you ferve, afpire; 

& Love her fweet Soothings, and her fierce Defire. 
<« Accept me for thy Slave, or might | claim 

“ That Honour, take me by a Husband's Name. 
« Whom Cupid with his Shafts has held in Chace, 
« And fingled from the Herd for thy Embrace. 

Sy The Silver-wanded Hermes thus, of Old, 

« To Omphalethe Bright brought Hercules the Bold. 
& Butlby Venus, not by Hermes, led, 

< Am fent to fhare a brighter Virgin's Bed. 

“ Syre Thou hat heard of Atalanta’s Name, 

« Who dar’d all Thoughts of f Nuptial Joys difclaim ; 
« Peryerfely toa fingle State inclind, 

Jenus rag’d, and turn’d her ftubborn Mind. 


<¢ Then 
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Then in her Breaft She his loy'd Image wore; 


«“ Whom fhe had hated, and declin’d before. 


~ 
ao 


« So warn’d, dear Maid, let theePerfuafion move; 


« And, leaft the Goddefs rage, confent to loye. 


Tuus Hethe fhy, the unconfenting Maid; 
With Love-provoking Strains, to Love betray‘d. 
She to the Earth turn’d: down her modeft Eye; 
Her Cheeks all purpled with a Bluthes Dye; 
Which oft She hid, and, as fhe thoughtful ftood, 
To Atoms ground the Sand on which fhe trod : 
Oft o’er her Shoulders; and her {nowy Breaft; 
Recall'd the Errors of her flowing Veft, 

All thefe were Signs his Rhet'rick could perfuade; 
Silence is fill the Promife of the Maid. 
The Virgin Hero now took in Love's Dart; 


The fweet, the bitter, intermingled Smart: 


The 
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The foothing Fire her Bofom fiercely warm’d, 
And all Leander’s manly Graces charm’d. 
While to the Ground She blufhing bends her Eye, 
From Him a Thoufand amorous Glances fly : 
Gazing, and with unwearied Tranfports bleft, — % 
He mark’d the Heavings of her lovely Breaft, 
At length, but after a long Paufe, She fpeaks, 


And Bluthes ev’n bedew her redden’d Cheeks. 


“ STRANGER, thy Words, perhaps, a Rock 
(might move : 


“ What Pow’r infpir'd this Eloquence of Love ? 

‘< Who thefe perfuafive Wiles of Language taught, 
Or, oh! what Fate thee to my Country brought: 
< Much you have faid, but yet in vain you wooe; 
You are a Stranger; may be faithic{s too ; 

‘¢ Ina Love-treaty how fhould I be join’d 


f With a wild Rover, .way'ring as the Wind? 
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No legal Ties our Paflion could receive $ 

We want the Sanétion of a Parent's Leave. 
Did'ft Thou confent in private here to flay, 
How fhould we not our fecret Loves betray + 
Mens Tongues love Scandal; and too bufie Fame, 


What's done in Secret, will in Publick blame. 


: Freely (nor hide it from my Ear,) proclaim 


What Climate gave Thee Birth, and what thy 
(Name. 


¢ Mine is no Stranger to your Knowledge grown ; 


The Name of Hero ev'ry where is known. 
Inalone Tow’, whofe Spires to Heav'n afcend, 
With One attending Maid my Life I fpend: 
In the Out-skitts of Se/fos' Town it ftands 
Upon the deep, and billow-beaten; Sands; 
(Its Walls dafl’d ever by the mounting Sea, ) 
For fo it pleasd my Parents harfh Decree. 

Of equal Age with Me no Virgins {tay 


To dance, and make the Hours of Life more gay: 
Pe Dtit 
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“ But ftill hoarfe Murmurs of the founding Deep, 


“ Waking, afftight ; and ftart me, when aflcep. 


Tuis faid, She ended; and with modeft Grace 
Behind her Veil ob{cur’d her glowing Face. 
‘On her fair Cheek riew purple Blufhes hung, 
And She in fecret chid her lavifh Tongue. 
Mean while Leander ev'ry Thought employs, 
How to confummate their unfinifh’d Joys. 
For fill Love's Godhead, who in Wiles abounds, 


With Counfel heals, whorx with bis Shafts he 
2? 


(wounds. 
Proud to fubdue, his all-prevailing Dart 
He fends, and then inftru@ts to cafe the Smart ; 
And Heit was whocas'd Leander’s wifhing Heart: 
Who now, but frlt a Sigh heav’d up his Breaft, 


The Virgin with thefe artful Strains addrefs'd. 
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« Farresr of Creatures, thy dear Love to gain, 
« | fhall not dread to crofs the fwelling Main : 
© Not tho’ th’ unnavigable Streams afpite 
“ To kifs the Clouds, or boil with liquid Fite. 


« The murmrring Surge fhall bellow round my 
(Head, 


“ J fear no Billows, while I feek thy Bed. 

« The Hellefpont fhall evry Night be fwom, 

« Anda wet Confort to thy Arms I'll come. 

« Not long my Paflage from Abydos o'er, 

< The Town, that lies direct againft your Shore, 
« Only beftiend me in the Gloom of Night; 

« From your high Turret, with one Tapet’s Light: 
« That, like Love's Veflel, Ismay gaze from far, 


« And take that Taper for my ouiding Stars 


La’ 
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Still towards its Fire my careful Eyes Fl train, 
Nor fee, Bootes, thy defcending Wain ; 

Nor Thee, Orion, whofe tempeftuous Car, 
Ne‘er dipt in Seas, proclaims the watry War. 
By that fweet Guide the briny Deep I'll court, 
And ftem its Rage to reach the wifh’d-for Port. 
But, O my Charmer, this One Caution mind, 
And guard againft the bleak tempeftuonsW ind : 
Leaft the kind Taper with its Blafts expire, 

And my Soul die with the extinguifht Fire: 
The Fire, by which I muft my Steerage keep ; 
And skreen me from the Dangers of the Deep ; 
Know, my bright Maid, Leander is my Name; 
(If you, in Earneft, did that Knowledge claim,) 
With this Addition lect it now be faid, 


Leander, who was bieft by Hero's Bed! 


C 3 Tuus 
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Tus they in fecret to be join’d doprave, 
And make the Night their Confidant of Love : 
That /Zymen's Torch fhould be by theirs fupply’d, 
At once the Bridegroom’s Herald, and his Guide ] 
£Ter Task, t’ extend the Taper o'er the Night, 
And His, to ftem the Billows by its Light. 
Their Vigils done, they are afunder torn, 
And fever'd by the curft Approach of Morn. 
She to her Tow’r, He o’er the gloomy Main 
Labour'd his Native well-fenc’d Shore to gain. 
And, leaft by Dark he fhould miftake its Sands, 
His careful Eye marks how the Turret ftands. 
Oft to renew their fecret Loves they burn, 


Oft wifh the bride-adorning Night’s Return. 


Now fable-vefted Clouds ob{cure the Skies, 
And Sleep feals all, but poor Leander’s, Byes. _ 
rae; 
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He, on the hoarfe-refounding Ocean’s Shore, 
Expects the Nuptial Torch to wave him oct. 

The Herald, that the Bridegroom’s Steps proclaims; 
The mournful Spy of their clandeftine Flames! 
Soon as the Heavns were blacken’d all with Night, 
Hero aloft hangs out the Taper’s Light. 

Soon as it blaz’d, the God of Love in{pires 

Th’ impatient Lover's Breaft with fierce Defires. 
With equal Ardour burn the Torch and He, 

But when he hears the loud refounding Sea, 

How from below the madding Waters groan, 
His Heart finks down with Fears till then unknown. 
But Love and Reafon foon thofe Fears controul, 


And with his Language he recalls his Soul. 


«© Most harth, O Cupid, is thy Deity s 


« And bitter, and ungentle, is the Sea: 


Cnt ¢ But 
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“ But Seas, at worft;’ are-but of Waters made, 


aw 
n 


Love does the Breaft with {corching «Flames in- 
( vade, 


Las 
ra 


Blaze out, ye Fires, defpife the deep-fpread 
(Wave ; 


Kindled to Love, I fhould the Billows brave. 


~ 
~ 


nw 


C 


Know‘t thou not, Venus, who from Ocean rofe, 


“~ 


‘ Does both of Seas and Lovers Cares difpofe. 

HE faid, and inftantly his Robes unbound, 
And, ftripping, tied them faft his Neck around : 
Springs from the Shore, at one undaunted Leap, 
And plunges, all at once, into the Deep. 

Still tow’rds the blazing Light his Strokes he ply’d, 
Himfelf the Admiral, Veffel, and its Guide! 
Hero, aloft, on the Cloud-kiffing Tow’, 


Held out the Torch, and watch’d: the Tempett’s 
( Pow’. 


And 
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And ftill; whene’er it blew’a frefher Gale, 

She skreen’d the quiv’ring Flame behind her Veil : 
»Till tir’d Leander reach’d her Sef/zan Shore, 
Fram whence She led him to the bli(sful Tow'r : 
Met him at Gate, and with a filent Joy 

Prefs'd in her bridal Arms the panting Boy ; 

His Hair all dripping with the briny Dews, 

She leads him, and the Nuptial Chamber fhews: 
Chafes him with Oils, and by the rich Perfumes 
The courfer Odours of the Surge o’ercomes. 

Still breathing fhort, upon the Bed fhe plac‘ 


The Youth, and thus befpoke, and thus embrac’d. 


« Great are thy Toils, O Youth; and ftrong- 
(ly prove 


«© That Thou above the common Rate cant love: 


“© Great are thy Toils, O Youth! Enough the 
| (Stream 


s* Has dafh’d thee with its falt unfav’ry Stcam : 


« Hers 


26 ORIGINAL 


“ Here reft Thee, here forget the fifhy Ooze ; 


cc And its rank Odours in my Bofoma lofe. 


SHE faid; He fnatch’d the Virgin to his Arms; 
And, asa Bridegroom, tafted all her Charms. 
Nuptials were Thefe, at which no Mufick rung : 
A bridal Bed, where no glad Hymn was fung: 
The facred Pomp no Poet's Numbers praife : 
Nor round the Room accuftom’d Tapers blaze. 
No joyful Train of youthful Friends adyance 
To grace the Marriage with the nimble Dance. 
No fmiling Mother, no glad Sire was there 
+? invoke the Gods, or blefs the wedded Pair. 
The Bride-maids that affift the lonely Rite, 

Were Silence, dusky Clouds, and folemn Night. 
This was a Pomp, which Hymen’s Aidance fcorn’d 5 


A Pomp, which only Solitude adorn‘d : 


Neer 
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Neer could the early Morn’s enquiring Rays 
Surprize the Bridegroom in the Bride's Embrace ; 
Fer ruddy Streaks gild o'er the Cheek of Night, 
Frefh from his BlifS, unfated with Delight, 
Preventing Day-break, from the Bed He ftarts, 
And, crofs the Stream, to his Abydos darts. 
flero the fame to ev'ry Eye appears, 

And ftill the confecrated Veltment wears: 

Nor to her Parents would her Match betray, 
At Night a Woman, but a Maid by Day! 

Oft the fond Pair in mutual Wifhes burn’d, 


That the gay Morn were to the Ev’ning turn’d. 


Tuus they with Care theit deftin’d Loves con- 
| (ceal, 


And joy each other with the Blifs they fteal: 


But 
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But the dear,Seafon.of Delight foon fled; - 
Short were, the /Franfports of the, Sea-fought Bed. 


When hoary Winter, and unfriendly Skies, 


Swell'd up,the, Whirl-pools, made the Tempefts 


rife, 
Rude Blafts upon the tofling Surface blow, 
And heave their Waters from their Beds below. 
Black Clouds above impel the lab’ring Surge, 
And the fwoln Sea with added Fury {courge. 
The frighted Mariner contends to fly 
The faithlefs Ocean, and the wintry Sky: 
But round their Prey the lafhing Billows roar, 
And {plit the Veflel as it makes the Shore: 
Yet Thee, ftout-hearted Youth, no horrid Night, 
No Uproars of the troubled Deep affright. 
The Turret now hangs out th’ accuftom’d Flamc; 


The Torch, that ferv'd their Nuptials to proclaim: 


Now 
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Now a perfidious, cruel, Signal grown, 
To raging Seas, fecure, it lures Thee on: 
While Winter rag’d, the ‘fond’ unhappy Wife 
Without Thee fhould have led a widow'd Life ; 
And, till the Winds and Scas more gentle prove, 
Not lighted up the fhort-liv’d Star of Love. 
But Fate and Love, Leander, both combine, 
Both powerful Agents in thy Ruin join : 
The cheated’ Nymph no longer in her Hand 


Holds Cupids Taper, but the Furies Brand. 


Twas Night, the Time when Tempefts moft 
(prevail, 


When ftrongeft blows the fierce and wintry Gales 
When loudeft the collected Waters roar, 

And break in Bodies on the founding Shore. 
Ev'n then the Youth, {till am’rous of his Bride, 


Ventur’dto ftem th’ unnavigable Tice. 


The 
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The Surges gather, Wave to. Wave fucceeds; 
And Billows curl o'er, other Billows Heads - 
Dread Uproats from, the madding Winds arife; 
find the toft Ocean mingles with the Skies, 


From Eafe and Weft, from North and South 
( they rage; 


And each their Force againft each Other wage, 
Above; the whiftling Storms tumultuous blow ; 
And the Seas anfwer in loud Groans below: 
Hardfhips around the ftrugling Youth embzroil; 
And the Floods mock his unavailing Toil. 

Oft to the Sea-{prung Lueen he lifts his Hands; 
And oft to Neptune, who the Deep commands, 
Oft, Boreas, deprecates thy dire Alarms, 

And minds Thee of thy 4¢this, bright in Chatms, 
Lo evry Pow’r He pray’d, but ptay‘d in yain;' 


Love could not unrelenting Fate reftrain. 
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His ebbing Strength in vain the Streanis piinttoad, 
He floats at random on the? dafhing Flood. 
His Arms now ftiffen, his’ Feet’s’ Motion fails ; 
And Wearinefs o’er every Limb prevails: 
His finking Temples on the Surge recline, 
And oft his Throat takes in th’ unwilling Brine. 
Rude Blafts blow out the Taper, and deftroy 
The Life and Love of the lamented Boy. 


Sick with Defpair, and wondring at his Stay, 
Hero in Pain watch’d the long Night away: 
Doubting and dark, on the bleak Tow’r She ftood, 
And ftrain’d her wakeful Eye-balls o'er the Flood. 
The ruffet Morning now began to.rifc, 

But no Leander met her wifhing Eyes. 
On every Side She turn’d het bufy Sight, 


To fearch if he had err’d for want of Light. 
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Beneath the low Foundations of the Tow’r, 
Torn by the ragged Rocks that guard the Shore; 
At length her Husband's floating Coarfe fhe f{py’d; 
Diftraction feiz’d her, and aloud fhe ery’d; 


Then from her Breaft the rich-wrought Garment 
(tore, 


And from the Turret flung her Body o'er. 


Tuus perifh'd Hero o'er the much-lov'd Boy, 


Thus ey'n in Death cach Other they enjoy. 
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A Sone to PHILLIS; 
By W. Watsu, Ef; 
I. 
HILLS, we not grieve that Nature, 
Forming You, has done her part ; 
And in every fingle Feature, 
Shew'd the utmoft of her Art; 
SuT in this it is pretended, fe tee 
That a mighty Grievance lies, 
That your Heart fhould be defended, 


Whilft you wound us with your Eyes, * 


D Love's 
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Ill. 
Loves a fenfelefs Inclination, 
Where no Mercy’s to be found 5 
But is jut, where kind Compaflion 


Gives us Balm to heal the Wound. 


IV. 
Perfians, paying folenin Duty, 


To the rifing Sun inclin‘d, 
Never would adore his Beauty, 

But in hopes to make him kind. 
a eee 


Upon reading Mr. PR1oR’s PO EMS. 


D EFORE Apollo's Shrine J pray'd, 
| ) That I by Verfe to Fame might tile: 
Read the beff Poet, PHOEBUS faid, 


And place his Works before your Eyes. 


Beft 


ED ELM Si Be, os 


Belt Poet -na== O great Phoebus, how, 
How may this Pattern-Wit be found ¢ 

What Age producd the Man, whom Thou 
With this high Character hat crown'd ? 


Does he among the Dead refide ? 
Or dwell with thofe who now furvive ? 
Thus I---- When Phebus quick reply’d, 
Go, ask, if Prior’s fiill alive. 


Upon a NIGHTINGALE that was drowned. 


@ 1GH on a Bough, that trembled o’er a 
; (Spring; 


Sate Philomel, to eafe her Grief, and fing ; 
Tuning {uch various Notes, there feem’d to nett 


A Choire of little Sonefters in her Breatt : 


Da: Pleas’d 
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Pleas’d Exccho, at the Clofe of ev'ry Strain, 
Return’d the Mufick, Note for Note again. 
The jealous Bird, who ne'er had Rival known, 
Not thinking the {weet Accents were her own ; 
So fill’d with Emulation grew, that She 
Exprefs’'d her utmoft Art and Harmony : 

Till, as fhe eagerly her Conqueft try’d, 

Her Shadow in the Stream below fhe fpy'd: 
Then heard the Waters bubbling, but miftook, 


And thought the Nymphs were laughing in the 
( Brook. 


With that Conccit fhe dropp'd into the Well, 


But utter’d thefe foft Accerits as She fell. 


“ Nor Tereus’ felf eer offer’d fuch a Wrong} 


© Nymphs, take my Life, fince you ane my 
Ong. 


ABSENCE 


FS Oe ee ee 


P40 Fy MS, &e 37 
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ABSE N C LE 
By Dr. }. DON NE 


This POEM Was found i inan old Manufc vipt of 
Sr JOHN CoT foxes STRATTON 
im HUNTING TON-SHIRE. 

1. 


BSENCE, hear my Proteftation, 


Againft thy Strength, 
Diftance and Length, 

Do what thou can’t for Alteration : 
For Hearts of trueft Metal 


Abfence doth join, and Time doth {ettle. 


D 3 Wuo 
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IE 
Wuo loves a Miftrefs of fuch Quality, 
His Mind hath found 
AffeGtion’s Ground, 
Beyond Time, Place, and all Mortality ; 
To Hearts that cannot vary, | | 


Abfence is prefent, Time doth tarry, 


Il. 
My Senfes want their outward Motion, 
Which now within, | 
Reafon doth win, 
Redoubled by her fecret Notion ; 
Like rich Men, that take Pleafure 


In finding, mote than handling, Treafure. 
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IV. 
By Abfence, this good Means I gain, 
That I can catch her, 
Where none can watch her, 
In fome clofe Corner of my Brain ; 
There L embrace, and kifs her, 


And fo enjoy her, while None mifs her. 


The DEVIL, a WIFE, and a PoET. 


AoS AL. ¥ LB. 


Occafion'd by alate PARAPHRASE oO” the 
Book of JOB. 


“HEN Fod's meck Spoute found all her 
( Arts } in vain, 


To bring his long-try’d Patience to complain ; 
71 . Pi be 
When neither Hell, nor more malicious She, 


Could urge him to arraign the Deity : 
D 4. 
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But with a Soul as chearful in his Ills, 

As when his Flocks fed all the neighbrring Hills 
Inftead of Curfing, He ador’d his Name, 

And on his own Demerit laid the Blame: 

As the Arch-Fiend, and She, confulting lay, 
How they might beft his Innocence betray 5 | 
Her Head reclining on his gentler Breaft, | 


The Female Devil thus the Male addrefs'd. 


“« SATAN oercome! And haft Thou not in 
( Store, 


“~ 
a 


In thy black Quiver, ev’n one Arrow more, 


“A 
mn 


To reach his ftubborn Heart, and make it feel 
“ The fatal Rancour of thy poifon’d Steel ? 


“ Dull as Thou art! whofe Bufinefs is to find 


£~ 


¢ New Engines daily to diftra& the Mind ; 
And when thy lewd Temptations feem to fail, 


hy felf, and let Defpair prevail ! 


© Are 
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« ‘Are thefe the boafted Magazines of Hell ? 


¢ Where are the Burnings, with which None can 
(dwell ? 


« Meer Fiation all, — devis'd by Men of Law, 
To keep the Vulgar of the World in awe : 
< A Boil, or two, ferves well to vent his Gall, 


“ The Potfherd, to divert himfelf withall.-—— 


Tuus fpake the Rib: When Satan ftood aghaft, 
To fee his Spite by Woman’s Spleen farpaft 5 
And thus, with Shew of Modefty, reply’d 5 
mae All but his Life I have feverely try'd. 


T HEN, mighty Monarch, yield to Me, fhe cries; 
« J foon will tell thee where his Weaknefs lies. 
“ Have you not feen the Daughter of his Brain, 


fe His Poem, fram’d with fo much thoughtful Pain? 


s¢ Strong 
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« Strong are the Lines, yet flow with graceful Eafe, 


“¢ ‘The more you read them) ftill the more-they 


( pleafe, 


“ Serene, yet nervous, ftately, yet not-proud s 


« Gay, but not wanton; lofty, but not loud. 


«© This could we get---- 


os 
~ 


“~ 
na 


(now, Satan, lend-thy 


( Aid!) 


Some wretched Bungler of the Rhiming Trade, 


‘ OF all its wondrous Beauties to difrobe, 


« Andmangle That, as thou, haft mangled Fob; 


al 
“ 


a 
“~ 


My Life to his, fuch, will his Fury, be, 


He'll curfe his God, more than his God curs’d 


(Thee, 


To whom the Fiend —-- “ Northward an 


~ 
Lay 


( [land \ies, 


Noted for zt, and Hatred of the W7fe ; 


* Fanatick Cant there triumphs over Senfe, 


« And kools grow mighty by Impertinence. 


“ There, 


POEMS, & 43 
“ There, in their grand Metropolis, is fhown 
« A Bard, of late, the Talk of all the Town ; 
« Whofe laft Production ever proves the wortt, 
*¢ « Yet he writes on, with Itch of Rhiming curs'd. 


“ From Prince to King, from King to Queen, 
(He falls, 


«¢ And each, inftead of magnifying, mauls. 


“ And when no Room | 1s left, mote Blood to 
(fhed, 


“ He facrilegioufly purloins the Dead 5 
“ Defaces the Remembrance of the Bleft, 
_ Who ev'n in Heav'n are not fecure of Rett. 
EO Him I'll fy, and fill his poifonous Pen 
With Lees of Nations, ‘and the Scum of Men. 


He faid; and mounting his Ethereal Car, 
The Prince of DarknefS whirl'd thro’ yielding Air. 
The frighted Elements their Seats forfook, 


And on its Poles the whole Creation fhook. 


W ell 
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Well ferv’d the dreadful Hurry, to convey 
The Subterranean Monarch on his Way, 

To that dear Soil, where his Vicegerent, Gold, 
The fubjecét Nations all around control ; 
Hence He two Titles takes, as Authors tell, 
The God of Riches, and the God of Hell. 
Here, in a loathfome Caye, encompafs'd round 


With Reams of Verle, the moody Quack he 
ei (found, 


No lofty Grecian his dull Mufe excites, | 
Nor f{weeter Roman entertains his Nights ; 
Whence none, of all the Nations of the Earth, 


Strives which fhall boaft the doughty Rhimer’s 
| Pins (Birth: 


More Countries his Nativity difclaim, 


Than e’er contended for Great Homer’s Name. 


Sia = ‘ ” | » 
Hibernia cries, ’Tis true, I labour’d once 


With a fuccefsful, and accomplifh’d Dunce ; 


Who - 
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Who hap’ned, in almoft as vile an Age, 

With wicked Trips to over-run the Stage : 
Yet fhall not Albion her Hibernia blame, 

Since firt to me She owes Rofcommon’s Name. 
Her Favourite Congreve too to Me belongs, 

I Congreve taught to fing his rural Songs. 

Tho’ now, ungrateful, He forfakes my Shore, 
And I mutt hear my PAzlomel no more. 

‘But never, after fending Rays fo bright, 


Miftake me for the Mother of the Night. 


Sty Caledonia, with a Smile, replies 5 
Mutt I then father fuch Abfurdities, 
To whom the Great Buchanan owes his Pen, 
Fame-courting Bard, in Manners read, and Men! 
Who has fo fweetly, in a foreign ‘I ongue, 


The Hebrew Poet’s tuneful Hymns out-fung. 


Rogues, 
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Rogues, without Number, my wild Heaths infeft; 
But Fools J ftill muft naturally detett: 

Let Albion keep her Cub ; if Africk's fam’d 

For Montfters,. why fhould Africk be afham’d 


To fee her Progeny, or hear it nam’d } 


Rovus’p with th’ Affront, the Queen of Iles 
(uprears 


Her Head of Tow'rs, and thus her Scorn declares: 
A Day will come, when Caledonia pays 
Dearly, for what fhe now of Albion {ays ; 


When her chief Thanes, their Honours thrown 
(afide, 


Shall humbly fue to mine, and be deny’d. 

What tho’ my Land fome { cribling Vermin breeds, 
“As richeft Soils produce the rankeft Weeds : 
Shall Gondibert’s loofe Author fhame me more 


Than mighty Chaucer rais'd my Creft before 


Shall 
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Shall Durfey’s Fables in’ my Hand be feen, 
When Deathihas rob'd me of my Fairy Queen ? 
Shall the fell Afoor, in Shakefpear’s lafting Page, 
Be punifh’d forthe Sins of Shadwells Stage 
Shall the Great ‘Dryden, ‘whofe Immortal Name 
Will always‘erace the Regifter of Fame, 
Be damn’d, “as oft as the Bombatt of Crown 
Is juftly by the Sons of Wit cry’d down? 
No: By the Manes of my Sons I{wear, 


I never could fich a vile Off-{pring: bear.. - 


Tuvus whilft, with angry Words, the Sifters 
({trove, 


Which fhould the Brat from her own Door remoye : 
satan, afluming athin, awkard Mien, 

Such as, on Authors of damn’d Plays, is-feen, 
To Mauro’s Cave precipitates his Way, 


Where, tagging Rhimes, the nightly Scribbler lays 


Con- 
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Confounded betwixt Ignorance and Feat; 

To fee a ghaftly, meagre Form appear, 

The Bard ftood Thunder-ftruck, and hardly knew 
How to believe his Eyes, or what to do. 

"Till by Degrees recovering the Swoon, 

In which; by his own Likenefs, he was throws : 
He laid his trembling Hand upon his Side, | 
O Cahkburno, where art thou, He cry’d 2 

But miffing that, He boldly {eiz’d his Knife, 


And thus in lofty Tone provok’d the Strife, 


*« Tuovu! whowithout a Licenfe dott prefumeé 


vw 
va 


To thwart, at once, my Perfon, and my Room, 


* Thou! who with horrid Charms look’t fo 
(askaunt, 


As if thou dar’d'ft thy mighty Prowe/s vaunt ; 
Go to thy Manjions of Defpair, and lie 


Ln never-ceafing Torments, go and die. 


A 
® 
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The {mooth Seducer of Mankind, afraid | 
More of his barbarous Language, than his Blade, 
Defpifing, with a {cornful Smile, the Man, 


In guileful Speech, thus civilly began. 


« LEARNINGS laftHope on Earth! to whofe 
( Sublime, 


“ Towing in Raptures of immortal Rhime, 

“ Wit, of late Years, has been beholding more, 
“ Than to the Treafures of the Bards before. 

_ © A Prince, the Pride and Glory of the Za/, 


“« Whofe Works all Languages but thine have 
(ble&d, 


« The mighty 706, to whofe immortal Name 

“ None ftands a Second in the Book of Fame, 

“ By Me, his poor Ambaflador, has fent, 

(‘Tis Satan, Sir, that brings the Compliment,) 
Pe 


He begs, that in the felf-fame Style, and-Tongue, 


€ In which your Arthur, and his Courtiers fung, 
3 2 
E “ You 
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“& You woud to late Pofterity tran{mit, 
« This his laft Poem, this his Favourite. 


' Tuus fpake Fob’s deadly Foe, and thus, with 
(Pride 


Of Wit, the more implacable reply’d: 

“ Lo! to thy Wifh the glorious Task perform’d, 
“ In the fame Language the brave Arthur ftotm’d, 
< When with bright Ca/zdurno in his Hand, 

«< Above fome quiveritig Wretch He usd to ftand. 
More He had faid, but the fly Fiend, that came ~ 
Not to hear Nonfenfe, but fecure his Game, 
Like a fierce Eagle, Mafter of his Prey, 

Swoupt on the Spoil, and bore in hafte away 5 

In Queft of “Her, who had by this rejoyn’d 

Her patient Spoufe, from whom She was purloin’d 
She quickly {py’d her new Admirer come, 


‘And for th’ Infernal Courtier to make Room, 


Thus ? 
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Thus ply’d her Spoufe afrefh., “ Still, flill in vain, 
Wilt Thou thy dull Integrity retain? 


“ Here’s what will make thee curfe thy God: She 
( faid, 


And Mauro’s Medly to his View difplay’d. 

But when the Prince of Poets faw that Part, 
Which He thought Nature wifely join’d with Art, 
His eafie Style to lewdeft Jargon ftrain’d, 

His Language murder’d, and his Senfe profan’d : 
He was not able, longer to fupport 

~His Soul, againft fo wicked an Effort. 

But looking upward to that Pow’r, from whom, 
He hop’d, He had deferv'd a gentler Doom : 

“ Tas wt for this, he cry’d, that I became 

“ Eyes to the Blind, and Crutches to the Lame? 
“ Did I for this defend the rightful Canf?, | 

“ Andfaveth Afflicted fromth Oppreffor's Clawsé 


fh 
~ 


5 Ir 
E 2 de [} as 


ie: ORG TNA 
“< Was it for this ?--— But, ob! With that; He 
: (bow’d 


His mournful Face, and curs‘d his God aloud. 


Tuus He, who patiently fev’n Days fuftain’d 
‘All the dite Plagues, which Hell and Malice raid ; 
Bore all the Miferies of humane Life, 

Depriv'd of every Thing, except his Wife ; 

He, whom, nor fend, nor Woman, could induce 
The Dealings of his Maker to accufe; 

When Mauro’s Name before his Works He {py’d, 
In Terms moft dreadful, Curs'd his God, and dy'd. 


To 


To Mr. R-- C---, who every Year 
feut him a Dun, a little before 
St. Pauw’s Day. 


By Mr. H. Harz of HEREFORD. 


E Rhime for Rhino could attone, 
I Or Wit ftave off an ardent “Dan ; 
If Words, in fweeteft Numbers.chote, 
Would but wipe off our ticking Profe ; 
How blefe’d a Life would Poets lead, 
And, ah! how punétual you'd be paid ? 
But fince the greateft Stroke of Wit 
Will not compound the meanett Debt, 
Nor fifty Feet in Congreve's Mule 


Tick with old Yranter for two Shoes ; 


Re Nor 
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Nor all the Rhimes Great Dryden wrote 
Prevail to truft him for a Coat : 

Know, Rodin, I defign you Money, 

To face the * Fair now falling on you. 
But of the Saints, both great and fmall, 
There’s none torments me like Saint Paad, 
Who yearly perfecutes the Poor, 

As He did Chriffians heretofore : 

For ftill about that holy Tide, 

When Folk to Fasr of Briffol ride ; 

More dunning Bills to me are brought, 
Than e’er the Saint Epz/tles wrote. 

But here the Difference is, we fee, 

He wrote to Heathens, they to Me. 


+ . ke , 
Nor can I blame their cleanly Cadlng, 


So often from their Fa:th for falling, 
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Since many a One, thro’ fly Decesvers, 


Haye been undone by being Believers. 


But, Rodi, this is not your Calc, 
Whom Heav’n fome Coin has giv’n, and Grace ; 
Who, gruff when fober, bright when mellow, 


Art in the Main a pretty Fellow. 


AN 


oes Dia eben Ri Ee Hi: 
On a Talkative Old Maid. 


~ ENEATH this filent Stone is laid 


DD A noific, antiquated, Maid : 
Who from her Cradle talk’d till Death, 


And neer before was out of Breath ; 


B64 Whither 
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Whither She's gone, we cannot tell ; 
For if fhe talks not, She's in Hel - 

If She’sin Heav’n, fthe’s there unbleft ; 
Becaufe fhe hates a Place of Ref. 


The Advice. ASoOnNG. 
By the La py E—M—= 


I: 


HE, that would gain a conftant Lover, 
Mutt at a Diftance keep the Slave, 

Not by a Look her Heart difcoyer, 

Men should but guefs the Thoughts we have. 

HE 

Whilft they’re in Doubt, their Flame encreafes, 

And all Attendance they will pay ; 
When we're poflefs'd, their Tranfport ceafes, 


‘ : en bee eae ee en Gaara eae 2 ee 
Zahid Vows, LiKE, VaAvC Hee ik > tARAL awav. 
- 0 
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The ENquiry. To Mriranpa. 


By Captain M--—-, 


A RE Souls unequal, fay, O Cupid, fay ? 


. Or are our Bodies form’d of different Clay ? 
But if our Souls and Bodies are the fame, 

Say, whence in Love unequal Mixtures came? 
- Had former Ages proud Diftinétions known, 

The World e’er this had a wild Defart grown. 
But they, by Inftiné& led, ftill pleas’d their Eyes, 
And chofe alike amongft the Fools and Wite : 


Queens and their Handmaids fil’'d one Husband's 
(Arms, 


| And only were difting guifh’d by their Charms, 


The 
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The Gods themfelves our:am’rous Joys approve, 
And leave their Heay’n to feek an earthly Love. 


Why then fhould Strephon blufh to own his 
(Flame, 


And rouze his Mufe with dear Miranda's Name} 


ROME’s Founder, worthy of Imperial Sway, 
Match’d all his thriving Empire in a Day, 
O glorious Rape! Immortal the Delight ! 
What Godsand Heroes fprung from that one Night ? 
Happy the Days, when Love was all the Dowr; 
If Men had Worlds to give, Wives ask’dno more! 
In Bow’rs they feafted, and on Banks they lay, 
And liyd, and lov'd a Thoufand Years away. 
But Cupid now has thrown his Darts afide, 
And Venus, poor, can fearce be made a Bride. 


Strange Force of Gold! What Matches hence 
( arife ? 


To Gold our Love and Health we facrifice. 


Rich 


POEMS, &. 59 


Rich Dotard Maurus may young Clee have ; 
Brisk Pollio takes Corinna in her Grave. 

In Clodio’s Arms Mirtilla meets her Death, 
Stunn’d by his Cough, infected by his Breath ; 


Poifon’d with Rheumes, and drown’d with flowing 
(Eyes, 


She, like a blighted Lilly, fades and dies. 
Departed Vigour, and a weak Embrace, 


| Curfe Nature’s Labours with a puny Race. 


From ftauncheft Dogs the careful Sportfmen 
| (breed ; 


Racers chufe Horfes of the {wifteft Speed ; 
But Man---- Poor Creature ! is not worth our Care, 


Anc A/fop, or Therfites, makes an Heir. 


Suun then, Miranda, fhun this wretched Fate, 


Wed to be happy, and you will be great. 


A healthful 


I, ! 
| 
: | 
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A healthful Stock of fprightly Girls and Boys. 
Will ble& your Eyes, and crown your Nuptial Joys. 
The marry’d State will bring no Hour accurs‘d, 
But the laft Moment will be like the Firft : 

Each Day repeat your Vows, cach Night your Joy, 


Grow old in Pleafure, pleafe, but never cloy. 


Ad Regem SUECI#, 
A Georgio Stepney, Arm. | 


: > Acata Holfatia, Rufloque & Saxone fraciis, 
Landis & impertj jam fatis Aros habet. 
Nil Patria optatum tanto [ub Rege maneret, 
Ni deffet vacuo Regia Sponfa toro. 


Hane Proceres, Populique petunt, {pes inde Go- 
(thorum 


Pendet, & Ar&oi maxima Cura Poli, 


To He, 
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Tolle, Aymenwe, moras, facra injice vincula Regi, 
Quem nemo potuit vincere, vincat Amor. 
Utilior regnis erit omni pompa triumpho, 


Si Tua, magnanimus, ub juga, Victor eat. 


Tranjlated thus: By Mr. B—. 
ww Olfein's appeas'd, the Rufs and Saxon 
(yield : 
Enough the North has triumph’d in the Field : 
Nothing remains your Kingdom’s Wifh to gain, 
But an Heir, worthy, after You, to reign. 
Your Kingdoms now expect your Royal Bride ; 
Your Lords and People fhould not be deny’d. 
Your Bride would foon our Jealoufies controll, 
Revive the Goth, and animate the Pole. 
fymen, then {tay no more, | but quickly bring, 


And caft thy facred Fetters on the King : 


Make 


62 ORIGINAL 
Make him the Charms of pow’rful Beauty prove, 
Make him, tho’ never vanquifht, yield to Love. 


The Paths of Honour are enough perfird ; 


‘Tis more than Conqueft thus to be fubdu’d, 


cd 


Description of the Plague 
at | HEBES, and Invocation o 


the Gods to thetr Affiftance, from 
a Chorus of SopHoc es. 


By Mr. THEOBALD. 


L 
Ww MMORTAL Pallas, Royal Maid; 
[ Daughter of Heay’n’s eternal King, 
Thee we invoke our Thebes to aid ; 
And with Thee thy celeftial Sifter bring ! 
The Goddefs, who the Foretts loves, 


And drives the trembling Prey thro’ Lawns and 
( Groves. 


With 
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With them, O Delian Ged, advance ; 


Bend thy fure Bow, and wield thy mortal Lance: 


Ye triple Guardians, hafte away ; 


Defcend in dreadful, bright Array ; 


i i 
(I 


a 


Quit your immortal Thrones above, 
Deftend, confefs your heav’nly Love : 
As once you did fweet Mercy fhew, 
And fnatch’d us from devouring Woe, 

Again the fame ador’d Protectors prove ! 

ave Ht II. 

A Thoufand Forms of wild Diftrefs 
The devoted Realm oppreé ; 

Thro’ all the Land a fwift Contagion flies, 
That unprevailing Art defies : 

The pois’nous Taint hale Nature over-pow'ts, 
Blafts all her Buds, her Grain, and Flows: 


And on the Stalk the Fruit unripen’d dies. 
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Matrons invoke Lucina’s Aid in vain, 
And of unknown Pangs complain : 

Our Men in Numbers drop, they fudden die, 

Rufh downward to the Realms of gloomy Night; 

Swift, as the Lightning darts acrofs the Sky, 

And thick, as Birds in Clufters wing their Flight ! 
Pale Death with Heaps o’erfpreads our Plains, 
And evry Street of Thebes prophanes. | 

Abortive Infants on the Pavement lic, 

The agonizing Mothers by, 


Searce mourn their Children, eer themfelves f 
(they die. 


While Others to the Altars go, 
To deprecate the common Woe ; 
The Voice of Sorrow, Praife, and Pray’r, 


Together mount, and {well the lab’ring Air, 


WHERE- 
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IIL. 

WHEREFORE, thou venerable Child of ove, 
Thou myftick, fate-denouncing Sound, 
That from the hallow'd Zripos do’ft rebound, 
Regard our Suff’rings, and this Curfe remove, 

That lays us waft, this God of War, 
That kills without a Sword, or Spear, 
Goddefs, thy facted Aid difpence, 
And chafe this peftilential Demon hence : 
Plunge him in Amphitrite’s oozy Bed ; 
Or, where the rugged Seas of Thrace 
Eternal ‘Tempetts raife, 
Force him to hide his ignominious Head. 
With reftlefs Fury he his Darts employs, 
Death rides on ev'ry yenom’d Shaft ; whate’er 


Th’ unactive Nights in Mercy {pare, 


The next relentlef$ Morning’s Rage deftroys. 


EF O facred 
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IV. 
O facred Jove ! Thy: Bolts of Terror throw ; 
Thy fierceft Lightnings on him {pend 5 
And Thou, O Lycian King, draw deep thy Bow, 
And inftant Refcue fend. 
Join to thy Side Diana's Pow'ts, 
The Goddef that o’er Lyctan Mountains fcow ts; 
Who whirls her Darts that never {tray, 
And bears down ev'ry Beaft of Prey. 
Thee, ruddy Bacchus, we invoke, around’ 
Whote facred Brow the golden Fillets bound 5 


Thee, God, who do'ft from Thebes thy Birth de- 
( rive, 


Who dot th’ Enthufiaftick Train 
To No&urnal Orgies drive, . 
Approach w ith thy Torch, 
This peftilential Daemoz {corch, 
This God, whom Men abhor, and Gods difdain ! 


Upon 
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Upon th DuKE of MARLBOROUGH; 
Occafton'd by feeing his Pitture at Blenheim, 
where Angels are Crownmg him, bis Battles 
painted round him, and his Genius calling 
out to him, 

WEFUL Hero,.Marlbré, rife, 
Sleepy Charms I come to break ; 
Hither turn thy languid Eyes, 


Lo! thy Genzus calls ; awake ! 
WELL furvey this faithful Plan, 


Which relates thy Life’s great Story ; 


‘Tis a fhort, but crowded, Span, 


ONE 


hrf 
i) 


————— 
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ONE by One thy Deeds review, 
Seiges, Battles great, appear 5 
Former Wonders loft in new, 


Greatly fill each pompous Year. 


Tuts is Blenherm's Crimfon Field, 
Wet with Gore, with Slaughter ftain’d 5 
Here retiring Squadrons yield, 


And a deathlefs Wreath is gaind. 


DweELL on Thefe, while Life may laft 
The utmoft BlifS to Man allow'd 

Is to trace his Actions paft, 

And fee, they are both great and good. 
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Burt tis gone, (O Mortal born !) 
Quick the tranfient Scenes remove 3 
Let ’em pa with noble Scorn, 


Thine are Worlds that row! above. 


PoETs, Prophets, Heroes, Kings, 
Joy thy ripe Approach to {ee, 
Men who acted wondrous Things, 


Though they never fhone like Thee. 


’ ForEMosT in the Patriot's Band, 
Shining with diftinguifh’d Ray, 
See thy Friend Godolphin ftand, 


See, He beckons Thee away ! 


ES YONDER 
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YONDER Seats, and Fields'of Light, 
Let thy ravifh’t Thoughts explore ; 
Panting, wifhing for thy Flight, 


Half an Angel, Man no more: 


Al Porm tn Praife of MaArriacE. 


By Dr. KENRICK. 


rT ARRIAGE! thou Blif& of Love, 
: (thou Prop of Life, » 


That firtt dethron’d a Mifs, to raife a Wife ! 
Love's plealing Fu/ep ! thou allay’ that Rage, 
Which nothing fafely can, but Thou, and Age. 
Who other Methods try, receive a Curfe ; 
They One Difeafe remove, but caufe a worle, 


4 rotten Carcafs, and an empty Purfe. 
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Love’s too mercurial, and would fly away 5 
Wives, like the grand Elixir, make it flay : 
They tcach the fickle Parts to keep their Hold, 


And turn the loofer Mafs to folid Gold. 


OF all the headlong Things, on Earth or Sea, 
Man, Man alone’s the ereateft Runaway. 
He’s ftill in full Career, ftill pufhes on, 
And feems, at every Step he takes, undone 5 
And were he not held back by Force of Wife, 
Down he mufi fall the Precipice of Life 
Let no one That a tirefome Luggage call, 
Without whofe Weight our Vellcis would not fail: 
We all are tofsd on Lifest mpeftuous Sea 5 


Wives are aur decent Ballatt, and our Stay, ( 


And Man without them mut be cai fa 


Pa 


ay e 
Admit, they All our roving Hours confine, 
The Freedom's well exchang’d, we fo rekga > 


F 4 Our 
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Our Bound is £:dén,' and pure Gold our Chain, “\ 


And who would ever of Reftraint complain,’ 


When Links are Ornaments, and:Slaves may | 
(reign ?4 


OFT as you mourn, the Wife partakes your 
(Care ; 


And Grief grows lefs, when others feel a Share. 
When youare pleas’d, She with gay Pleafure fhines ; 
Augments your Blifs, and every Joy refines : 

Joy grows, like Fire, with plenteous Fuel bright, 
The more it kindles, ftill the more’s the Light. 
Thus 4Zymen makes the Nuptial Taper blaze, 
And catching Sparks diffufe the chearful Rays. 


Bur Ict a Miftrefs what fhe will pretend, 


She's fure to make’a Jilt, but not a Friend : 


Tn 
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In Wives we fafely can repofe our Trutt, 
Wives may be falfe, but Miffes ever mutt, 
Rul'd by th’ unfailing Laws of mighty Luft. 
A Mifs is perfect Trick, a meer Grimace, 
And every Paffion painted as her Face : 
Feign’d are her Words, her Sighs, her dying Eyes, — 
And counterfeit her very Extafies : 

Her Looks, her Motions, are but empty Shows, 
And damn‘d * O/zvia lurks in all fhe does. 

Fair as the Moon the glitt’ring Mifs may feem, 

_ But falfe like That, and Flatt’ring is her Frame : 
Your naked Eyes fee here, and there a Spot 5 
But Eyes, aflifted, view her all one Blot. 
Marriage has all its Parts fo juft and clear, 

Ev'n Microfcopes may bring the Picture near : 


Whores fhould, like Scenes, to pleafc, at Diftance 
(ftand, 


Wives, may like curious Paint, be feen at tHand. 


LT AEN EP 
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Suppofe a jealous Qualm difturb your Bed, 
The mutual Flame by Jealoufie is fed, 


And Love, without it, would becold and dead. 


Left then a Lethargy the Pair fhould feize, : 
Wife Jealoufie claps on th’ awak’ning Flies, 


And then the Blifters and the Lovers rife. 
Should Love be fed with conftant Sweets of Joy, . 
The lufcious Banquet would the fooner cloy ; 
But poinant Jealoufie throws in th’ Alloy 5 
Tempers the Mixture, cafts the Hautgou/f on, 


Strikes the pall’d Tafte, and makes the Meal go 
(down. 


N or fhould kind Wives, tho’ loud, your Ear) 
(difpleage, f 


When they are clam’rous, ’tis to caufe your Peace, | 
And who would want the Pain, t’ enjoy the Eafe:/ 
Wile Halcyons thus tempeftuous Seas endure, 


Pleas‘ withthe Storms which fiture Calms enfirre - 


When 
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When svi their chirping Brood they fhall ber 
( bleft 


And nurfing Waves, to rock their dancing Neft. 


Tue (elffame Track, you fay, we Men purfue, 
But charming Ways ftill make the Journey new : 
The Rover, who each leering Face admires, 

Will find himfelf led on by walking Fires : 

A loathfome Bog, or hamp'ring Brake’s his Fate, 
And he'll the glaring Trinket curfe too late. 

One glorious Track the Sun is known to tread, 
The fame his bright Career, the fame his Bed ; 
No Paffage foul and dangerous can be good, 
Safety, and Cleannefs, moft commend a Road. . 
Who would not ftill on beauteous * Tempe ftand, 


Tempe furvey, and wifh no other Land ? 


* A fair Field in THESSALY. 


Who 
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Who would not Zempe trace, in Tempe move, 


And never furfeit, where he'll ever love ? 


Let others take the MJz/fre/s at command, 


But leave the Wife upon the Poet's Hand. 


Upon Vifiting Syuvia, on ber 
Death-Bed, as her Phyfictan. 


An O D E. 


By the Same. 


I, 
S Sylvia on her Bed expiring lay, 


When frightful Death approach’d her 
( Face, 


In Death, She fhot fo fair a Ray, 
That I fell wounded on the Place. 
| An! 
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IL 
An! if your Sicknefs has fuch Charms, 
And Wounds your dying Beauties give, 
Where fhall we find fufficient Arms, 
If kinder Fate fhould let you live ? 
Il. 
Ir in your Sables, you fo bright, 
And in Eclipfe fo clorious are, 
The dazling Beams of all your Light, 
What Mortal could have Pow’r to bear ? 
IV. 
Tuus, like the Sun-flow'r muft I turn, 
To mect the lovely, rifing Day 5 
Tho’, like that Plant, I fade and burn, 
And, by the Rays 1 court, decay. 


ET GLE 
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Tranflated from the 1 ath Ones, 
of the 4th Book of Horace, 


By the Same. 


I, 
ELL, Lyce, now the Gods declare 
My With was juft, they hear my Pray’r: 
They hear my Pray’, and will inf{pire 
Thy Bofom with a fond Defire 
Of being ftill in Beauty's Lifts enroll’d, 


And feeming youthful, when we Know thee Old, 


"Tis 
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il. 
°*T 1s this which makes thee dance and play, 
Affecting to appear fo gay, 
And impudently drink, to raife 
A fhort and artificial Blaze ; 
Forcing thy feeble, trembling Voice to fing 


A Song to Love, when Love's upon the Wing. 


Hil. 
FROM thy weak aged Charms he flies 
To fweeter Notes, and brighter Eyes ; 
The lovely Chia is his Choice, 
He liftens to her tuneful Voice, 
Hangs on the blooming Beauties of the Fair, 
And laughs from thence at thy affected Air. 
lV. 
Love, ever young, ftill courts the Spring, 
He loaths a faplefs, wither'd Thing ; 
Then. 


Ky | 
i é § 
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Then, Lyce, how fhould’t thou e’er pleafe 
A youthful Lover, when he fees 
Thy rotten Teeth, funk Eyes, and wrinkl’d Brow, 


And thy Head {catter’d o’er with Winter’s Snow? 


; V. 
In vain thou art in Crimfon drefs'd, 
The Gems in vain o’erfpread thy Breatt ; 
Thefe cannot vanifh'd Years reftore ; 
Thy Youth and Charms are now no more. 
The nimble Hours have ftolen away thy Prime, 


And fhut it up in known Records of Time. 


VI. 
WHERE’ now, dlas! that Beauty fled, 
The fnowy White, the blufhing Red, 
Thofe fparkling Eyes, that graceful Mien, 
Which charm’d, when Lyee fir was feen ? 
Where's Lyce now, that dear bewitching She, 


That us‘d to fteal my very {elf from Me ? 
WHERE’ 
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Vi, 
WuHERES the fam’d Beauty of the Town, 
That rival’d Cynzara’s Renown, 
Skill’d in all Arts which could furptize, 
In conqu'ring Hearts, attracting Eyes ? 
Poor Cynara ! an over-hafty Fate, 


Allow’d her Youth, and Charms too fhort a Date, 


VIII, 
Bur Fate an Age to Lyce gives ; 
Lyce’s decay'd, yet fill the lives : 
That the warm Youth, without Defire, 
See now her Afhes free from Fire ; 
And leave her, like a Raven, to grow old, 


Be flighted, {corn’d, and have her Wrinkles told, 


G Ab 


) 

| 
a 
| 


ORIGINAL 


i % % &% BLD & & DEES DY MS 
OTE CUED TIED CHED CHED C969 CD CFE CIES CID CFLD FIED C965 $9 ¢ 369 tae 9 ede €9 cok 5 cai 
TIOASI6 BI CNDS VATIONS ‘SiC e}) ea 
# AT AT ATA MIMBO CE Oe 
C31ED C5O7 CTED CF WCE o CHRD CRE 2 CHE2 CHjE> CH > Coico GIie. CTE 6) Cie? CH? 6 aie tb) Gre? G CSE 63 ie 
* eh e, » ot oft <3 Ks et ene ot a te ot: 3? « 
a ee ES SE OS SE SE as as as ge BE RE oe BE 


By a Gentleman of Oxrorp. 
IL. 
NOU GH of Chloris, and our Loves, 
Of purling Streams, and fhady Groves: 

No more thofe tender Notes infpire, 
No more effeminate the Lyre. 

Attempt, my Mufe, a nobler Sound, 
What Englifh Hero's deathlefs Name 

Shall thro’ Lezceffrian Vales rebound, » 
And eccho to eternal Fame? 

From Egéert firlt begin thy Flight; 
Egbert did fir, with matchlefs. Force, 

The jarring Heptarchy unite, 


Ppa Ae Dee fe 34 oe 
And made Sev’n Channels take one Courfe ; 


ee et 


4 
> 
or 
4 
$. 
% 


POE MS, RG — 32 
In an zndiffoluble Bond, 
Join’d long diftrated Anglelond ; 
From him the glorious Name we boaft, 
Nobly obtain’d, more noble loft, 
Il. 
Let Alfred next employ thy Thought, 
Juftly He claims the Notes He taught ; 
The Mufes Songs by A/fred live, 
Let Alfred in their Songs furvive, 
From Rome and Athens, by Alarms 
Exild, the Nine no Refuge found, 
Barbarian Ignorance, and Arms, 
Spread like a Deluge, all-around. 
Till the true Pattern of a King, 
Alfred, juft, valiant, wife, and good, 
Bid them in Peace and Plenty fing, 


By Silver J/s’ happy Flood. 


G 3 Alfred 


%° ORIGINAL 


Alfred could every Part fupport, 
Great in the Cottage, and the Court : 
When Syren-like his Lyre he ftrung, 


Fate to the lif’ning ‘Dane he fung. 


Il. 

Scotland, Wales, Ireland, and the ‘Dane, 
Renown the Arms of 4¢hel/tane, 
Who taught proud Princes to obey, 
Then bid them rule with nobler Sway, 

Of Guy, and thy lovd Venta {peak, 
Where he Gigantick Coldron flew, 

Whote Deeds vain Legends dubious make, 
As mock Suns make us doubt the True. 

From ray ning Wolves, and ravning ‘Danes, 
Tl’ infefted Land Great Edgar freed ; 

All Ills remoy'd, the joyous Swains 


Securely tun’d th’ harmonious Reed, 


Say, 
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Say, Mufe, in what trumphant State, 
The Hero on the ‘Deva {ate, 
Whilft, on each Side, Four fcepter’d Slaves 
Laborious urg’d the curling Waves. 
Ty, 
Lethardy Edmund be thy Theme, 
Who, circl’d with Sabrina’s Stream, 
Againtt the Royal Dane, Canute, 
The Empire fingly dard difpute : 
Profufely lavifh of his own, 
But frugal of his Subjed’s Gore, 
Scorn’d any Arm, but his alone, 
Should guard the Sceptre which it bore. 
Or Edward, from whofe facred Hands, 
Th’ Hereditary Blefling (uae 
(So Heav’n, o'er all their wide Commands, 


Rewards the Picty of Kings,) 


aae8 Obedient 
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Obedient to the Royal Touch, 


(The facred Energy is fuch !) 
The moft inveterate Evils fly, 


And Puftulary Humours die. 


V. 
For the firtt Wiliam tune thy Song, 
Clement as brave, as juft as flrong : 
The Sword of Equity maintain’d, 
What with the Sword of War he gain‘d, 
Cyprus and Paleftine fabdu’d, 
For the firt Richard raife thy Voice ; 
Fohn too, who Papal Pow’t withftood, 
Deferves to be the Mufe’s Choice. 
Unfortunately wife and bray 
(Such was the Thunder of the Gown !) 
Methinks I {ee the Royal Slave 


To the Pricft’s Feet fubmit his Crown. 
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Or had’t thou, Goddefs, rather tell 


~~] 


How Cambria, and how Scotia fell, 
Beneath another Edward's Arm, 
Which fir in Turki/b Blood was watm ; 
VI. 
Or fay, does a Third Edward's Sword, 
A nobler Subjeét feem t afford, 


From the fam’d Field of Cref/y won 
By Him, and his more slorious Son? 
Surveying the grim Pomp of Death, 
Couch’d on a Hill the Lion lay, 
And bid his Royal Whelp beneath 
Unaided rend the noble Prey. 
At Poiétiers. too the Lionet, 
With mighty Toils encompats'¢ round, 
Did boldly on his Hunters fet, 


T ° 2 ? q 
Whofe Prince the Chains he menac d found. 
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Rebellious Spaz, taught by his Sword, 


Again rever'd her injur'd Lord ; 
il Hi Ny 
| i MK He fhow’d that Crowns, however fair, 
i 1, Twas nobler to beftow, than wear. 
| 
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VII. 

Bur nor thefe Merits, nor his own, 
Could fix their OfF {pring on the Throne: 
In Richard, fay, how fickle State 
Attends the Glories of the Great, 

His abfent Soyereign’s Diadem 
Ambitious Hereford invades, 

And rudely takes the glitt’ring Gem, 
By daring fot /pur's ill-plac’d Aids. 

This late repenting Pvercy faw, 
Afferted injutr’d Mortimer ; 


Loo late his Worfhip did withdraw, 


From th’ Idol which He help’d to rear. 


With 


eee se 
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With Pity generous “Dougla/s view'd 
That Sun, fo early fet in Blood ; 
The Laurels wither’d, which He won 


From him, at fatal Ha/zdon. 


VI. 

Or fing, at Agmcourt alone, 
How all thefe Trophies were out-done : 
France fank, aftonifh’d at the Blow, 
And fix'd her Crown on iiaks Brow. 

Lowring thro’ Clouds of Vice He rofe, 
_ With Promife of a boifterous Day, 

Nor did the horrid Gloom difclofe 
One hopeful Beam, One genial Ray : 

But, at the Zenith of his Courfc, 
His Vigour did at once difpente, 

Broke out with a Meridian Force, 


And blefsd us with its Influence. 


Thus 
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Thus That which feems a barren Land, 


And only fhows a parching Sand, 
In its rich Bofom may infold 


A precious Vein of pureft Gold, 


IX. 
Or Salisbury and Talbot tell, 


Say how they fought, and how they fell ; 
Where Warwick deigns to be a Friend, 
Conqueft and Crowns his Steps attend. 

The Seventh Henry fnatcht the Crown 
From an ufurping Tyrant’s Head, 

And, by a happy Union, 
Marry’d the White Rofe to’the Red. 

Say, how the Heav’ns propitious {mile 
Upon Liza's profp’rous Reign ; 

With Peace and Plenty blefS the Ifle, 


And curb the tow’ring Pride of Sparn. 


Wouldtt 
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Would’ft thou, in mournful Sounds, relate 
Good Charles's too too haplefs Fate ? 


Grief mutt be dumb with fuch Excef, 


And Groans the rifing Notes fupprefs. 
X. 


Wuar Laurels fhall not Britame owe, 
To crown the Statues of Naffau ? 
By Naffau's Sword, from foreign Foe, 
And from domeftick Tyranny. 
“When fainting Zames himfelf withdrew, 

Unequal to the mighty Weight, 

On his Herculean Neck we threw 
The Burden of the tott’ring State. 

And to confirm his Love the more, 
He yielded to the happy Choice, 

The threefold Sceptre juftly bore, 


Giv'n by Britannia’s grateful Voice. 


So, 
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So, whilft our Eingli/h Patron freed, 
From poisnous Jaws, th’ Egyptian Maid ; 


Pleas‘d fhe furvey’d the Champion’s Charms, | 


And took him blufhing to his Arms, 


XI. 

But hear, my Mufe, a nobler Name, 
Ana fills every Mouth of Fame, 
Anna all Thefe out-fhines, as far 
As Cinthia’s Orb the glim’ring Star. 

Her, ftubborn Exgland, (ever thought 
Impatient of the gentleft Sway ) 

Upited with the haughty Scor, 
Has learn’d with Pleafure to obey. 

Abhorring Laurels, ftain’d with Blood, 
She bid advancing Triumphs ceafe, 

To Great prefer'd the Name of Good, 


And gave the weary World a Peace. 


Sill 
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Still o’er her Eagles Conqueft flew, 
To fuch a Height her Glories grew, 
As only could admit Encreafe, 


By condefcending to be lefs. 


XII. 
WueEn 4nna’s Arms---- but lo! the Mufe 
The mighty Numbezs mutt refute 5 
Forbeat on waxen Wings to {foar, 
Profane fich facred Themes no more. 
How the fierce Gauls at Hochftedt bled, 
“What Mortal Lyre can juftly found ? 
Who were, whil’ft from her Arms they fled, 
In the lefs rapid Danube drown’d : 
How Legions, flufh’d with Victory, 
And Dread of her tremendous Name, 
At Oudenard and Ramilly, 


Like Cafar, faw, and overcame ; 


Ana 
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' he And fore’d relu@ant France to yield, 


WE 
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At bloody Tafiier’s hard-fought Field ; 
Where Her undaunted Heroes bore 


The laft fierce Pangs of dying Pow’. 


XII, 

Tho’ Phebus felf his Voice fhould join 
In Confort, with the tuneful Nine; 
Scarce could th’ united Chorus raife 
Our Numbers equal to-her Praie. 

His Fayourite, Lanfdown, can alone 
For fuch exalted Themes fuffice, 

His Sovercign’s Glory and his own; 
In nervous Lines, t’ immortalize. 

Such Force of wond’rous Harmony 
To him in Gratitude we give, 

As the Stern Grecian’s Memory; 


And pious Trojan’s fhall out-liye, 


But 
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But Mute, forbear thefe glorious Themes, 
For fhady Groves, and purling Streams : 
Return to thy firft humbler Strain, 


Thy Chloris, and thy Loves again. 


PU C4 N DA 


age 


By the Same. 


UCIND A has the Devil and all, 


Of the bright Thing we Beauty call ; 


But if fhe yields not to our Arms, 
Why, what care I] for all her Charms? 
Beauty’s the Sauce to Love's high Meat ; 


eRe a eS EEA Al Aviere La 1x42: : qj 
But who minds Sauce, that muft not cat ? 
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It isindeed a mighty Treafiate, 
But in the ufing lies the Pleafure. 
Thus Bullies, who can only fee’t, 


Damn all the Gold in Lombard-Street. 


The Lover's Defpair. 


An O D E. 
By Mr Sa 


i 


REAK Heart, and ceafe with Sorrow thijs 
(to fwell, 


Or fhrink thy Veins, that Vanity may end, 
Or elfe relate why my fond Thoughts rebell, 

Or elfe forget thou ferv'ft fo fair a Friend : 
Or if thou mean’ft to feed on Fancy ftll, 


Break Heart, for Blood alone can blaze thy Ill. 
O'erflowing 
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I. 
O’ERFLOWING Eyes can but in Water write ; 
Sighs are but Signs of Sorrow, not of Death ; 
Palenefs is but a Change from Red to White ; 
Groans are but Pangs of an o’er-{traitned Breath ; 
But Blood {peaks all thy bitter rucful State, 
Then write in Blood thy Hope, thy Love, thy Hate. 
Il. 
Here ftarting up, I {ciz’'d the fatal Knife, 
My {elf refolv‘d, and yet in Doubt, to kill ; 
In Fear of Death, and Wearinefs of Life, 
In Hope of Good, and Greedinefs of II; 
I now remain, prepar’d the Stroke to give, 
I dare not die, and yet I cannot live. 
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By H. Hay of HEREFORD. 


I. 
LL inthe Land of Cider, 


Near to fair Brampton Brion, 
Such a Prank was play’d; 
Betwixt Man‘and Maid, 
As made all Saints, cry, F7e on ! 
I. 
'T was gentle Fohn aud Sufan, 
Were at that Recreation, 


Which, all Men muft grant, 


Is pertect Fornication. 
Boru 


HL 

Boru Morning g, Noon, and Evening, 

Brisk ‘fohw was at her Crupper, 
And got in her Geers 
Six Times before Pray’rs, 

And fev'n Times after Supper. 

IV. 

Now fohn was well provided, 

And Sufan lov’d Coition ; 
Which brought the poor Youth, 


1 ~ 7 


To tell you the Truth, 


i 
Bur John being brisk and airy, | 
In fine did fo folace her, 
That poor Sufan’s Watte, 
Being loofly lac’d, 
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VI. 
Wuicu when the Knight perceived, 
That Sw/an had been fininng, 
And the wicked Lafs, 


For want of fome Grace, 


Lov'd Sporting more than Spinning ; 
eh a 


To purge his Houfe from Scandal, 


And filthy Fornication, 
And of fuch bad Crimes 


To fhow the good Times 


His utter Deteftation : 
VIIl. 
He took Bed, Rug and Bolfter, 
With Blankets, Sheets and Pillows, 


With Fonny’s coarfe Frock, 
And Sufan’s fine Smock, 


And burnt them in the Kill-Houfe. 
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IX, 
Anp every vile Utenfil, 

On which they had been wicked s 
From Forms, Chairs and Stools, 
Old Trunks, and Clofe--ftools, 

Down to the three-leg’d Cricket. 

ae 
But had each Thing defiled 

Been burnt at Brampton-Brion, 
The World fire muft grant, 

The Knight foon arte want 


A Bed himfelf to lie on. 


H 3 The 
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Ni The SIGH 


O, gentle Zephyr, go, and bear 


¢ c ae to Calia’s Ear: 
In fofteft Whilpers tell my Pain, 
Tell how I love, and how complain. 


ul{f in wanton amorous Play, 


Or {port uf son her beauteous Hair ; 


f Pa REA | Pi. lop Flo . 
Conyey this Sigh into ner Meart; 
. g 


This 
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This Sigh will mourn my Fate, and move 
Her Pity fare, if not her Love. 

Hafte, Zephyr, hatte, and wing thy way, 
Thy {elf may’ft there thy felf o’erpay. 
Thou from her balmy Breath mayft bring 
Sweet Odours to enrich the Spring 5 
Thou, from the lovely White and Red, 
Which my fair Caelia’s Face oerf{pread, 
May’'ft teach thy Flora to compofe 

The beauteous Lilly, and the Rofe. 
Hafte, then, and fince thy Breath abates 
The Heat in Flame, of Flame creates s 
Raife Hers, kind God, or Mine deftroy, 
Let Cela burn, or Damon dic. 
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DAD AD GAGA 
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In Florindas Waser. 
By the Same. 


() ! that again propitious Heav’n would raife 
La r t $4 ® 


Phe tuneful Waller to proclaim your 
(Praife. 


From the bleft Shades, with Joy he would repair ; 


For what his Sachari/fz was, You are. 


In Imitation of the 15th E LEGY 
of OVID. Lis. 1. Amor. 


By a Gentleman of OX FORD. 


® Wonder why the Criticks fhould pretend, 


That in inglorious Eafe my Years I fpend : 
Whilft in foft Numbers tender Loves I mask 
3 


Nor calie, nor inglorious is the Task. 
Tis 
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‘Tis not for me to foar upon the Wing, 
And the bold Youth’s Heroick Actions fing 3 
Who in Third Edward, and Fifth Henry's Days, 
Exchang‘d, in dufty Fields, their Lives for Praife, 
I make not the litigious Bar my Choice, 
Bafely for Gain to proftitute my Voice, 
Thefe mortal Deeds muft very quickly die, 
And over-whelm’d in dark Oblivion lie. 
With furer Steps I tread the Paths of Fame, 
Eternity’s the Poct’s noble Aim. 
The Poet fhall in his own Verfe furvive 5 


And Heroes too muft in the Poet live. 


TiLL Wit it felf, and tuneful Numbers ceafe, 
Old Chaucer in his antique Drefs fhall pleate. 
Next foaring Spenfer, who Eliza prais'd, 


Shali live in Fame when Monuments are raz d. 


Jadicious 
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Judicious ‘Fohnfon, whil Men Judgment ufe, 
Shall be the Glory of our Englifh Mute. 

Whilft Nature’s Pow’rs the mimick Arts excced, 
Unletterd Shake/pear {hall in Buskins tread. 
Beaumont and Fletcher, Partners of the Stage, 
Shall laugh fecurely at injurious Age. 

What awful Majefty from Adi/ton flows ? 
Glorious in Verfe ; but infamous in Profe! 
Immortal Wreaths on Cow/ey’s Brow fhalk fit, 

To thew the Spring of inexhaufted Wit. 

Whilft fond oats languith, and coy Virgins figh, 
Sweet Suckling, and foft Waller cannot die. 
Whiltt Coo per's Fill o'erlooks the neighb’ring Vale 
The Name of Noble Denham fhall not fail. 

By lateft Times Rofcommon {hall be thought, 

The Mafter of the Art himfelf has taught! 
Whil'ft every tender Breaft Compaflion -wears, 
None will forget poor Be/urdera’s Tears. 


Whil'ft 
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Whilft Souls are ravifh’d with harmonious Things 

? 
Who can but liften when great “Dryden fings ? 
Lee’s happy Madnefs fhall, in time, outvic 


The Lamps the Gods ftruck up'to light the Sky. 


RE 
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Thy Temple, Backingham, at once fhall be 


Sacred to Death, and Immortality. 
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To future Ages, Stepuey’s Name fhall go, 

As lafting as the Glories of Na//au. 

Implacably whil'ft cruel Stepdames hate, 

And fhort-liv’d Joys bring Penstence too late ; 
The World thall Tamerlane admire, and know 
Ulyffes fang by Homer and by Rowe. 

Congreve and Prior fhall Time's Pow’r defy, | 


Sd 


And Addifon in Cato never dic. 


T1ME wears the Steel.and Adamant away, 


The Poet’s Labours never can decay. 


The 
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The Pomp and Pride of Kings, with Scorn J 
(view, 


And all the Silver Mountains of Peru. 

Let the bafe Vulgar vulgar Things efteem, 

Fill me, kind Phebus, with thy facred Stream; 
Give mea Mirtle Wreath, to bind my Head; 
May thefe my Trifles be with Pleafure read, 

By every Love-fick Youth, and tender Maid. 
Poets alive we view with envious Eyes ; 


When dead, their Names, as they deferve, we 
(prize. 


Ev'n I, when dead, th’ Applaufe of Fame fhall 
(have, 


Live in my Works, and triumph o’er the Grave, 


The 
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The Praife of Pinpar: 


Tranflated from the od Ode of 
the 4th Book of HoRACE. 
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By Mr. TowNSEND. 


HE Poet, whof too flatt’ring Hopes af- 
(pire, 

To reach the noble Heat of Pzndar’s fire 5 
Like the fam’d Boy, by no Perfuiafion won, 
Oppofes waxen Pinions ro the Sun: 
The feeble Wings diffolve in fcorching Light, 
And drop the mad Adyent’rer from his flight. 
Whofe rath Attempts to gain forbidden Fame, 


Difgrace his Fall with a more fignal Shame, 


la cee 


And only ferve to give the Sea a Name. 


N 
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As headlong Floods, fwoln with perpetual Rain, 
No more their once furmounted Banks reftrain, 
Deep Streams of Eloquence in Pindyy's Page, 
Swell with fuch uncontroll’d, impetuous Rage: 
Worthy the Laurel’s confecrated Prize, 

As oft, as his obedient Pen he tries, 

Whether his pompous, dithyrambick Song 

In arbitrary Numbers rolls along ; 

Or if of Gods he fings, in God-like Words, 
Or Heav'n-born Heroes, and their A@s records ; 
No Bard {0 fit th’ immortal Men to tell, 


By whom the Fires were quench’d, or Monfterg 
| (fell. 


Or if his Mufe embalms the Vi@ors N ames, 
Renown’d for God-like Deeds at P2fa’s Games ; 
Defcribes the Champions, and the fiery Steed, 


Meafuring th’ extended Plain with winged Speed; 
oO 3 res) 


Each 


POEM S, &€ 


Each Aion with peculiar Lufire fhines, 


prs} 
fest 
rer 


And warms Us o’er again in Pédar's Lines. 
In whofe’ eternal Volume thus to live, 


Is greater Praife than Thoufand Statues give. 


Nort leS fuccefsful, when ‘his Style he turns, 
And fome brave Youth’s too early Funeral mourns ; 
Who might without the Mufe Compatflion move, 
Untimely fnatcht from the new Joys of Love 
The widow’d Bride admits of no Relict, 

No Intervals break off -her endlefs Grief : 

Till Pindar with the Pow'r of Numibets tries, 
To bring the lovely Image to her Eyes ; 
Whom he deferibes fo vertuous and fo brave, 


‘That in hisnobler Part he triumphs o’er the Grave. 


LOR & C82. 


SOR Le 


m2 ORIGINAT, 


5 i A a A A a 7 
22% & ; % 


i 


L pt %, ¥, Lj? 8 ree ta} 7? 
&, & TIED CRED CED CSKeD ERED Coie SED CH CHED C Ee See es Hr Bo Seo Socks 


HOBVEOBOBOY CIM EMEVIOGAB OB OIC Se 


COE CFOD CS'ED CF RE? CHES CROs CFE 2 CHD Cried Corea Care CHE? CHE? CHE Caped Cajéa Cape C3HED 
Ea. ate. CFE, CB, b CHE CHE Che» CFE CHE CFe> CHE. ee che ote che cts oh be 
S BSE RS SE ee ee Ee Se Se ae 


PHIL LIS’s Resotuttoy, 


By W. WaAtsuH, E/q; 


I, 
HEN Slaves their Liberty requite, 
They hope no more to gain, 
But you not only That defire, 


But ask the Pow’ to teign. 


II. 
THINK how unjuft a Suit you make, 
Then you will foon decline ; 
Your Freedom, when you pleafe, pray, take, 


But tre{pafs not on mine. 
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tt 
No more in vain, A/cander, crave, 
Ineer will grant the Thing, 
That He, who once has been my Slave, 


Should ever be my King. 
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Upon the Reffauration of King 


CuHaARtLeEs the Second. 


Written upon the late Peace, by a Gentle- 
man of CAMBRIDGE. 


/ ONG had Britannia mourn’d her hopelefs 


{ ; 
\ FaAtc, 
Her exil’d Monarch, and her finking State : 
She faw the Widow’s Sighs, and Orphan’s Tears, 
The Orphan’s Tears, the Widow’s. Sighs fhe hears: 
She faw her Sons engae’d in Civil War 
; eo S Ets | 1V1 ars, 


Her Heroes mangled with difhoneft Scars : 


I She 
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She faw her Cities fmoaking on the Ground; 
And Defolation ftalking all around : 

She faw the Temples, her peculiar Care, 

A Prey to every impious Ravifher, | 

All this fhe faw, and mourn’d her Fate fo nigh, 


But, like the Swan, could only mourn and die. 


Wuat-not one God durft promifeto our Vows, 
Behold; this happy Day at laft beftows ! 
Big with Succefs, it bounteoutly reftor’d 
Charles to his Throne, Britannia to her Lord, 
When the bleft Martyr had in vain withftood 
The impious Rage of a rebellious Crowd, 
And feal’d the Caufe he fought for with his Blood : 
What Miferies his boafted Death enfu'd ? 
Britons ftill conquer’d, and were ftill fabdu‘d ! 
Encreafe of Wocs the dear-bought Changes bring, 
A thoufand Tyrants for Onc gentle King ! 


Cruel 
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Cruel Ufurpers parcel out the Land, 
The Matters fuffer, and the Slaves command : 
Proudly they triumph in ill-gotten Pow’r, 
And owm thofe Acres which they plough'd before. 
But Charles, at thy Return, they {cout away ; 


As Bats can never bear th’ Approach of Day. 


Tuus when the Sun to Weftern Seas retires, 
A Thoufand Stars light up their little Fires ; 
ght up 


 Glim’ring they fhine, and thro’ the Gloom of 
(Night, 


Cait a dim Luftre, and a feeble Light; 
But foon as Phebus darts the Morning Ray, 
The twinkling Orbs glide filently away, 


Shine in the Dark, and vanifh from the Day, 


Lone ina Sea of FaGion were we tofs'd, 


Our Lives endanger’d, and our Freedom loft : 
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No God appear’d to fhatch us from our Fate; — 
None interpos’d to buoy a finking State. 

The Storms grow high, and rage oer all the Main, 
Oft of unskilful Stecrage we complain, 

And wifh our Pilot at the Helm again. 

No other Hand could eafe us of our Fright, 

He only had the Pow’r, who had the Right. 
And, lo! at his Return our Difcords ceafe; 
Faction lies ftill, and all is hufl’d in Peace. 
Thus whilft our Saviour, failing on the Deep, 
Refrefh’d his Limbs with neceflary Sleep ; 

His trembling Followers, with haggard Eyes, 
Saw the proud Deep, ia foaming Billows rife 
By want of Faith, to want of Hope betray’d, 
They wake their Mafter, and implore his Aid : 
With pitying Eyes he looks on their Diftrefs, 


Huthes the Winds, and fmooths the ruffled Seas. 


7 His 
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His gentle Words the threat’ning Storm affuage, 


The Winds forget to roar, the Seas to rage. 


Tue Virtues, exil’d, with great Charles return’d 5 
To grace his Reign, as they his Abfence mourn‘d : 
Truth, now fecure beneath his gracious Smile, 
Deigns to revifit our forfaken Ifle. 

Cheer’d by th’ Influence which his Favours fhed, 
Religion proftrate rears her drooping Head. 

‘A thoufand Graces in her Form appear, 

Exceflive MildnefS, Brightnefs in her Air, 

Kind, but not fond, indulgently fevere, 

The Farmer, freed from Plunder, and from Care, 
That War fhould f{poil the Produ& of the Year, 
Now for himfelf alone himfclf employs, 

And, what he fow’d with Sorrow, reaps with Joys. 
The rural Maid may now {ecurely rove, 

Weaving new Chaplets for her abfent Love, 


And fear no rude Acton of the Grove. } 
I3 TAUsS 
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Tus thro’ all Zurope fierce Bellona pals’, 
Her Cities plunder’d, and her Paftures wafte 
Eternal War the Deity defign‘d, 

"Till Anna interpos'd, to fave Mankind. 
She bids the Tumult of the Battle ceafe, 


And gives the lab‘ring World a lafting Peace. 


O happy, envy’d Britons, thus to fhare, 
Her neareft Influence, and earlieft Care ! 
To Nations-all around her Goodnefs fhines, 


But to Britannia She her Love confines. 


So when on Latmos Top, Lucina lay, 
4ind in Love’s Joys pafs’d the foft Hours away ; 
The World below confefs'd the Goddefs bright, 
Admir'd her radiant Face, and Silver Light : 
Happy Lindzmion only try’d her Charms, 


and clafp’d the willing Goddefs in his Arms: 


| They 
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They both Lucina’s difterent Glories prove, 


The World her Beauty, but the Youth her Love. 


An ODE ToDELIA. 


By Dr. KENRICK. 
I, 
EN Years, like Zroy, my ftubborn Heart 
Withftood th’ Affault of fond Detire, 
But now, alas! I feel a Smart, 
Poor I, like Troy, am fet on Fire. 
1h 
W1tr Care we may a Pile fecure, 
And from all common Sparks defend, 


But, oh ! who can a Houfe entfure, 


When the Coeleftial Flames defcend ? 


I 4 THu 
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Ill. 
Tuus was I fafe, ‘till from your Eyes 
Deftructive Fires are brightly giv'n ; 
Ah! who can fhun the-warm Surprize, 


When, lo! the Lightning comes from Heay'n? 


Upon a Lady fleeping with her 


Face coyer’d. 


O fets the Sun, veil'd with the Shades of Night, 
To rife with fiercer Rays of native Light : 
In Darknefs we his tedious Abfence mourn, 
And wifh for Day, but at his bright Return, 
Are dazzl'd if we look, and if too near, we burn. 


a 


ae Upon 
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Upon MUSICK. 
To Mr. H. PURCELL. 


By Dr. KENRICK. 


U SICK, the noble Spring of mighty 
! (Love, 


Boafts its eternal Origin from Jove ; 

From Jove it firft deriv’d its tuneful Lays, 

And fhould be honour’d with a fecond Praife. 
Mullick can {mooth the reftlefs Waves of Care, 
Cheer gloomy Fortune, and avert Defpair. 
Mufick can force the raging Fiend to Flight, 


And bind him fafter to his natiye Night. 


WHEN 
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WHEN Thou, our Enghfh Orpheus, frik’ft 
: (thy Lyre, 


The Billows fink, and peacefully retire : 


Th’ aftonifh’d Rocks, whofe Summits brav’d the 
(Sky, 


Fall into Plains before thy Harmony. 

The ruffling Wind fits liffning on the Trees, 
The Leaves fold up, and mourn the filent Breeze. 
To hear thy Songs the Savages advance, 

And terribly in dreadful Order dance. ' 

The furious Lion quits his hunting Toil, 


And {carce prefumes to grumble o’er the Spoil. 


Tus when the Nightingale begins to fing 
Her Evening Hymns, to hail the welcome Spring, 
The Traveller miftakes his homeward Way, 


And, ling’ting, never heeds the falling Day ; 


Unmovy'd 
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Unmoyd he ftands, tranfported with Dedire, 


To hear the Queen of all the feather'd Choir. 


He, who harmonious Purcel/ well would praife, 
Muft have a Tongue as tuneful as his Lays : 
From Fubal's Hand fuch moving Accents fell, 
So {weetly fung he to his.chorded Shell. 
Timotheus was a skilful Bard of Yore, 
Timotheus pleas'd us much, but Purcell more. 
_ The Choir of Heav’n a deep Attention lend, 
And to his Mufick from their Skies defcend, 
Such Blifs we feel, if we but Purcell hear, 
We're Tranfport all, and wifh each Pore an Ear; 
Tranfport, which only can be well exprett, 


In Dryden's Words, at * Alexander's Featt, 


Bifhop 


* An Ove of Mr. DRYDEN's “p07 St. Cacixia’s Day, eall'd, 
ALEXANDERS Feaft. 
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Bifhop PARKER’s Eprtapu onhiméelf, 
With the TRANSLATION. 


[TIC jacet Samuels, Oxonientis Epifcopi Depof- 


tum, qui hoc E:logto pofteris innotefcere volut. 


MNES Nina ce privatas Inimi- 


(citias 

Non modo non fovi, fed contempfi 

Sola Integritate fretus, 
Nee vivere erubefco, nec mori reformido. 
Tide non infelix, Spe falicior, 
Prafentem vitam utcung; fuftineo, 

Mehorem expetto. 

‘Divinam Providentiam tam credo, quam opto. 
Multa legit, cogitavi, fcripfi, 


Omnia ex cugufg; ret Principys exorfus 5 


Et 
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Et tamen Nulla magis fcire videor, 
Quam que per Fidem accept. 


Tranflated thus: 


LL private Quarrels, and inteftine Jars, 


Friend * Lowth can tell, how much my 
(Soul abhors : 


My Honejty what Party can deny ? 2 
And for an Inftance of my Modefly, 
I neither bluth to live, nor fear to die. ( 
Pretty ftrong in Faith, in Hope much ftronger, 
I'd gladly die, now I can live no longer. 
That there’s a Providence, Str, what think You? 
I do believ't, ---- but wifh it may. be true. 
Much J have read, have wrote, it is con efs'd, 
Atnd from firt Peinciples each Subje&t tracd 

Yet 
ec ne 


* Minifter of Cofmusblean im Oxfordthire, who, by the Inflization 
of Bifhop PARKER; engaged in A hitigious Sust with Bifhop 2T1L* 
LING FLEET, 
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Yet after all, mark, what Say, Parker faith; 


My Knowledge is no larger than my Fuith. 


A Catcu upon the Vigo- 
EXPEDITION 


By H. Hariof HEREFORD. 


Hil'ft this Bumper ftands by me, Brim- 
(ful of Cydero; 


A Fig for King P---1-p, and a Ft for Carero. 


With the Smoke of my Pipe, thus all my Cares 
(vanifhi, 


Whilft, with their own Silver, we puichafe the 
(Spanifh : 


And fince the whole Fiota is taken or funk, Boys, 


Weill be, as becomes us, exceedingly drunk, Boys, 


HON 
The 


The AttEMPT. loCLOE. 


By Captain M—. 


ARE [attempt a Flight fo high ? 

No, left like Icarus I die. 
Dare I approach fo near the Sun ? 
No, left I fall like Phaeton. ' 
Hope bids me {peak, and let her know 
How much I love. Defpait fays, No. 
I read fome Kindnefs in her Eyes, 
But fear t’ attempt fo great a Prize. 
Faint Heart ! ---- it never {hall be faid --- 


Tl venture, tho’ She ftrikes me dead. 


Platonick 
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Platonick LOV E. 
By the Same. 


OME, lovely Creature, come let’s kifs; 

Who can enjoy a greater Blifs 3 
Let’s clafp, and fold, and {mile, and prove 
The Charms of true, Platonic Love. 
As moderate Rays refrefh the Earth, 
Burnt with the Heat of {corching Dearth : 
As gentle Rain produces Food, 
When rapid Torrents bring a Flood : 
So Kifling ftirs up foft Defite, 
When grofler Pleafures quench the Fire. 
Thus will our Love be ever new, 
Be ever pleafing, ever true ; 


Be 
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Be full of Vigour, full of Life, 
As free from cloying, as from Strife. 
Then farther Joys we will not try, 


But Kifling live, and Kifling die. 


A New Sefton of Ports. 
Occafion’d by the De a tru of 
Mr. JOHN DRYDEN. 

By Dr. KENRICK., 

A S in our late elective Monarchies, 
: Whene’er the Prince, the chofen Dar- 
(ling, dies, 
Each petty Pow’r would to the Sceptre rife ; 


So, fince Wit’s mighty Monarch, Dryden’s dead, 


What an inglorious, thiming Race ficceed ? 


K Vile 


0 ORIGINAL 

Vile Sonnetteers, who only Sy/via praile, 

And talkative Motteaux, with doggrel Lays, 
Have yet {0 little Grace to hope the Bays. 

Each One the Wreath would to himfelf decree, 


And every Scribler fain a Laureat be. 


Apollo, who from High beheld their Jars, 
‘And all the tuneful Tribe at Civil Wars, 
Upon a Ray of his own Light flid down, 
To find amongft the Crowd fome wond’rous Ove, 
Who might the facred Wreath deferve to wear, 
And juftly ftand departed Dryden's Heit. 
The gaudy God did foon himfelf proclaim, | 
To whom, in Troops, the airy Sons of Fame, 
From humble Elegy to lofty Epic, came. 


Some come from Will's, and Some from Roufe's 
(come, 


Some wondrous warm, extremely fober Some : 


Some 


? 
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Some out of gloomy Cellars upwards bend, 
From Garrets fome, fix Stories high, defcend. 
Each left his known, or his unknown Abode, 


And all obey’d the Summons of the God, 


Tom Durjey fix endcavour'd at the Bays, 
With twice five hundred Songs, and twenty Plays, 
The dangling Doggrel hung like Pantaloons, 

Sct by himfelf to other People’s Tunes. 

Before him, on an Afs, extremely odd, 

His own, and not Cervante’s Sancho rode, 

And threaded home-fpun Proverbs at the God. ¢ 
The Bard had made his Bows, and fung his Name, 
When, as the Dev'l would have it, Collier came : 
At Sight of him the Songfter left his 


ind by that Act alone confefSd fome Grace. 


K 2 ‘LJurtery 
Ss 2 Durfe 
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‘Durfey withdrawn, a Brace of Criticks came, 
That would by others Failures purchafe Fame. 
Thefe peevifh Authors take a world of Pains, 

To fhow that both the Arthurs have no Brains ; 
They labour hard to bring authentick Proof, 
That He, who wtit it’s Satyr, is an Oaf. 

Like Bedlam Curs, whome’er they mect, they bite, 
Make War with Wit, and worry all that write. 
Thus whil’t on Shake/pear one with Fury flew, 
T’ other his Pen on well-bred Waller drew 3; 
Writ on, and vainly ventur’d to expofe 

The nobleft Verfe, and moft exalted Profe : 

To both the Bards Heav’n gave {0 little Grace, 

As of Apollo to demand the Bays. 

After a Paufe---- bright Phedus Silence broke, 


And with aFrown to both, by Turns, thus fpoke. 


How 
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< How durft thou, Caitiff, Shakefpear to al- 
(perfe, 


< Thou wretched’ RAymer in the Univerfe! 

“< The Mules Streams onthee have loft their Force, 
“ * Zounds ! Helicon’s a River for a Horfe. 

« And You, audacious Mortal, tell me why 

< You dare my Favourite Valler’s Faults defcry ? 


< A forma', awkard, Mood and Figure Fool, 


rT 


¢ Whilft all the Plays you write, you write by 

(Rule, 
“ Confoundedly corre, but mighty ---- mighty 
(dull 


¢ Whowould not fwear, that fees Rnaldo play'd, 


“ The Author was, with his Armida, mad? 


a 


¢ But if, in fpite of Me, you muft write on, 


A 


« Revere the Dead, the Living let alone ; ? 


“© Leave others Works, and criticife your own, 


3 cer riticks: 


* 4 Line in Mr. R-----1’s Tranflation of one of Ovid's Epifives. 
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“ Criticks, he cry’d, are moft of all unfit 

To fill the peaceful Throne of awful Wit. 

A Tyrant Critick would my State oe’erturn, 
Make Poefy weep, and all the Mufes mourn : 
“ Who, to the Bays would plead a juft Pretence, 
Should merit them by his own Excellence : 


And not be call’d a Wit from others Want of 
(Senfe. 


ABASH’D with this Reproof, the Bards fate 
(down ; 


Andin their Stead flood up well-bruis'd TomBrown. 

With the bold Rake, the more to raife is Fame, 
The Spauifo Lafs, and Seignior Gaya came: 

With many a vile, unlicenc’d Interloper ; 

And in the Rear march’d honeft Abel Roper. 

Pin’d to his Back were Rhimes without a Name, 


Which oft had purchasd him both Blows and 
(Fame. 


For 
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For whatfoe’er was {candaloufly writ, 
No Author known, Zom’s Carcafs paid for it: 
Who pray’d Apollo to reward his Lays, 


And to much Birch to add a little Bays. 


“ © Heav'ns! cry’d out Apolo, Grant me Pas 
(tience ! 


¢ Mutt I ftill thus be teazd with damn’d Tranfla- 
(tions? 


“A 


¢ Cannot an Author French or Spanifh prate, 

« But you muftmake the Fool {peak Emgli/h ftrait? 
« Asif within this lewd, licentious Town, 

< Were not enow vile Scribblers of our own. 

“ Tom, faid the God, you do not now tranflate, 
« Asheretofore, for Glory, but to eat : 

« And Bards fhould never offer at the Bays, 


“ That often dine but once, in twice two Days. 


K 4 NEXT 
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NExtT Farquhar came, well-hoping, that the 
(God 


Would, what was fayout’d by the Town, applaud. 
Then vainly reach’d Him o’er that Jubilee, 
Which only in the Title-Page we fee, 

Apollo told him, with a bended Brow, 

That * Dorimant was Wildair long ago. 

That it would much difgrace the Throne of Wit, 
If there an Irt/b Deputy fhould fit ; 

And wonder’d, why he'd longer here remain, 
Who in his native Bogs might juftly reign. 

Of Plays and Poems Crown produc’d a Load, 
And all the Lumber laid before the God. 

He fhew'd him, in moft vile Heroick Chime, 


Serufalem once more deftroy’d in Rhime. 


But 


* A fige Charaéker in Sir George Etherege’s Play, call'd, Sir Foplin 
Flutter; from which Wil dair, in the T rip to "the Jubilee, is dorrow’d, 
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But foon was told, that Dogrel-Days were done, 


And now ‘twas Senfe, not Sound, which took the 
(Town. 


When, 10! a bufic Bard came prefling on ; 

He cleft the Crowd, and elbow’d every one. 

And that the Judge his Name might underftand, 
He brought a Britz/b Hero in each Hand. : 
Who with him in a Coach, their Birth-place, rode, 


And being alighted, thus addrefs‘d the God. 


“ J, Great Apollo, come, faid he, to fue, 


An 


¢ For what the World long fince allow’d my Due: 
“ Gods, who no Envy know, like mortal Men, 
< May Juftice do the Labours of my Pen. 


“ Nor yet by humane Pow’ss have I been flighted, 


® 


‘ For fhould I not be laureated, Tm knighted. 
Then putting Hand beneath a tufted Robe, 


Pull’d out a hopeful Paraphrafe on Fob. 


a 


« Enough, 
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« Enough, reply’d the Deity, enough! 


“ Long have I feen thy fad Romantick Stuff. 


“ Thy doughty Arthurs every where are known, 


« And have like Fame with That of Bradely won. 


« Thy rueful Rhimes a conftant Cadence keep, 


“ At once they make us laugh, and make us fleep, 


“ And He, in 06, who can fix Pages view, 


CaN 


* Ought to pofiefs the Prophet’s Patience too. 

“ “Twould much difturb the Manes of the Dead, 
“ If I mifplacd the Wreath upon thy Head. 

“ His injur'd Shade Himfelf would Juftice do, 

“ And epilogue and prologue thee anew : 

“ Put up thy Pen, and noble Verfe give o'er, 


* Quack, and killon, but murder me no more. 


StT1FF as his Works, elaborate C---ve came, 


Who could {0 foon Preferment get, and Fame 5 


And 
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And with him brought the Produc of his Pen, 
Mifs Prue before, behind his Back ftood Ben. 
Who quickly found the Fozb/e of the Town, 
When every Thing,which Dogger did, went down. 
His Double-Dealer at a Diftance ftood, 

At once extremely regular, and lewd. 

While in Proceffion by their Parent's Side, 
March’d the O/d Batchelor, and Mourning Bride: 
Then, at Apollo's Feet his Labours laid, 


- He to his Sire, with good Affurance faid. 


“ Ip, bright Zoo, Young to gain Renown, 


7 
n 


And pleafe each Palate in this ticklifh Town, 
Has been my Talent ftill, and mine alone ; 

“ Your Godhead needs the Laurel muft allow, 
Of all your Sons, to beft become my Brow : 
“ This Truth the Undergraduates all confels 

« Of both the famous Waiverfities 3 


“« And 


140 ORIGINAL 


“ And who fo fit to be great Dryden’s Heir, 


{; AsHe who with Him did his Empire fhare } 
This faid, he bow’d, and bluffifhly fate down: 


When thus the God harangu’d his hopeful Son. 


“ How can you from that Bard expect the Bays, 
“ Who Him, that wore them, could fo fadly praife? 
“ That Prince's Title juftly we fufped; 


“ Whom an unthinking giddy Mob clea. 


‘ If on you hurry headlong with the Herd, 
« Arthur to Abfolom fhall be prefer’d : 
“ All-pleafing Garth, to Milgourn mutt give Place ; 


“ And Medcine Icave the Throne of Wit for 
( Grace. 


“<« Fer at the Wreath you reach, All elfe excel ; 
< You write corre, but Southern writes as well. 
“ Avoid Bombaft, ftill the Sublime perfue; 


« By Merit rife, and not by Montague. 


w 


* Take 
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& Take Nature for your Gride ; and when I {ee 
«< Youup to Ofway come, or Wycherly, 
{ You'll find your pretty Parts fhall be prefer’d, 


« And Time the Bays may get you, and a Beard. 


Jusrat the Word, a brawny Bard came in, 
Cheerful his Look, and manly was his Mein. 
The jolly Mufe, attended by the Nine, 
Came reading into Court, Bosleau’s Lutrin : 
Whilf to our Wonder, (how good Wits agree!) 
Twas ftrait transform’d to the Difpenfary. | 
Apollo, who with Joy the Work had read, 
Inclining to the Bard his beamy Head, 
With a kind Smile thus to his Darling faid : 
¢ Others by many Works have fought a Crown, 


« Which Thou much more haft merited by One. 
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¢ What muft the World to thy great Genius owe, 


Who not tranflate, but thus improve Boileau? 


“¢ Thy beauteous Turns his wondrous Senfe ex- 
( prefs, 
“ Whilft all thy Thoughts appear in Dryden’s 
(Dregs. 


Would ft thou but fome few fulfom Couplets 
(raze, 


an 
nN 


wn 
an 


Full of low Flattery, and partial Praife, 


“ Believe thy God, thou might’ft demand the Bays. 


Next Southern to the Judge himfelf apply’d, 
With haughty Oroonoko by his Side ; 
The Ladies Pity, and the Author’s Pride, 
Southern, who ftill fhew’d Nature on the Stage; 
Not whines his Tender, nor too rough his Rage, 
Apollo told him he defery’d the Bays, 


Had he contented been to write three Plays. 


But 
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But fince he knew not when he Glory won, 


‘Twas juft, that Capua’s Fate {hould be his own. 


At this a Bard, that had ufurp’d the Bays, 
Fer fince the Dearth of Wit, Mac Fleckno’s Days, 
Refolv'd to lay the dubious Title down, 
And from Apollo only hold his Crown. 
Some Annual Odes, Hymns, Elegies, and Pfalms, 
Befides a Play, were all that fill'd his Palms, 
. Apollo view'd him ftript of all his State, 
And by his Modefty foon knew Nat Tate. 
Then fmiling, faid, that whatfoc'er he wrote 


Was always fmooth, nor. fometimes wanted 
(Thought : 


But fore with Paflion, by the Lake call’d Szy- 
(gan, 


No Laureat eer fhould meddle with Religion. 


cc Tp 
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« In this, faid he, my ‘Dryden's felf was out, 


¢ Who ftill wrote worfe, the more he grew de- 
(vout: 


“ The {potted Panther brought him brind/e Praife; 
“ One got the Gold, and t’ other loft the Bays. 
Then after Silence thrice proclaim’d aloud, 


Th’ Immortal thus befpoke th’ afpiring Crowd. 


“ YE Sons of Wit, ‘tis by your God decreed; 
“ *Till One arife to match the mighty Dead, 
The Wreath fhall ftay on the De Fuéto’s Head. ) 
Tuis faid, in Flames he upwatd took his Flight, 


And ftreak’d the Air with trembling Tracks of 
(Light. 


baal 
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A Satyr againft MARRIAGE. 


By Mr. Butler, the Author of Hud: bras, 


Y what Authority do Clergy 
In folemn Riddle ftricily charge you, 

Where’er you live, in Parifh or Ward, 
To Have and Hold from this Day forward ? 
As if the Parfon were the Centry, 
To watch and ward Love's narrow Entry, 
Or Turn-key of the facred Padlock, 
That lets you into lawful Wedlock : 
Who upon Fits ftill of Ere@tion, 


Mutt to the Dofor for DireGion : 


Er Who 
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Who always does the Patient anfwer 
By Licenfe, or by publick Ban, ‘Sir. 
Asif oblig’d to publifh Priapifmus, 
At evry Eaffer, Whit{untide, and Chrifimas, 
Or elfe the pert religious Praters 
Will damn you all for Fornicators, 
Meerly to frighten callow Sinners, 
To Wedding Fees, or Marriage Dinners. 
Is not a jucy Girl more moving, 
Who never knew the Art of Loving ? 
And where’s the Harm of this, dear Panay ? 
By Heaven, he lyes, that fays there's any: 
A Miftrefs is a Wife in common, 
Appropriated yet to no Man: 
A Wife’s a Mifs enclos'd; for wiving 
’S but a Monopoly of we nan na-=- : 
A Fox had loft his Tale; and for all 
You are no Fox, you know the Moral. 
When 


; 
1 | 
| 
; 
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When Men engag’d would once enflave us, 


Well keep the Freedom Nature gave us. 


To £2: 2. Efq;. 


On his Incomparable, Incomprehenfible 
PozEMs:; (after the Manner of the late 
Earl of DORSET. ) 


By Mr. SEWELL, 


iN what ftrange Mufes Country are we 
: i a (thrown, 


" Sefton kept fecret, and fo lately known ? 

“ Asif each Sz/fer on fome Indian Wild 

« Wereravifh’d, and withdrew to drop her Child. * 
A Child, which can no careful Nurfing lack, 


But runs, like Partridge, with its Ege on Back. 


Wve: WELL 


® 44 Parodie from the firft fur Linés of My, Dryden’s Indian Emperor 
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WeLwu may you, Sir, all Criticks Rules defy, 
For they have none to judge your Poems by. 
Your Meaning they like Revelations gues, 


The more they read, they underftand the lets. 


BRAVE Youth! What Comments in a future 
(Age 


Shall with the Darknefs of thy Text engage ? 
While each fhall labour to explain thy Mind, 


And make That Senfe, ---- you ne'er for Senfe de- 
(fign’d : 


‘And yet there may be fome, --- Thy Verfe affords 
Letters, and Syllables, nay,--- perfec Words. 
And does not Senfe from thefe Materials rife, 


As fure as Milk makes Cheefe, and Dough makes 
(Pies ? 


The Chymifts fay, that Dung-hill Earth contains 
All Principles of Nature in its Veins ; 


But 
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But a dark Coat the fecret Parts conceals, 

Till purging Fire their Elements reveals : 

Thus may all Elegance, and Wit profound, 

In the dark Somewhere of thy Book be found: 
Fetter’d in Myftries which no Eye can fee, 

Till conqu'ring Flames fhall fet the Pris'ner free, 
Thus muft thy Book a bright Burnt-Off ring tile, 
E’er Mortals fhall its fecret Value prize. 

Nor Thou, O Father, for thy Child repine ; 
The Sybi burnt Sz Volumes out of Nene, 
And equally myfterious is thy Wit, 

At once for al/ Things, and for nothing fit. 

As many Oracles from Thee {hall come, 


By good Expounders, as from her at Rome. 


On! had you liv'd when andals, Goths, and 
( Huns, 


Knock’d down the Fryars, and debauch’d the Nuns; 


Tara When 


‘ 
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When Foes the Lands of Learning ravag’d o’er 


? 


And Heathen Greek; and Chriftian Latin tie: 
Thy curious Pages had efcap’d alone, 

The Rhime, and Harmony fo like their own ! 
In Admiration they had ftood, to find 


A Genius of the true Barbarian Kind | 


A; 


And thy Great Name had bore the Laureat’s Stile, 


trom Scythia’s frozen Coaft to Thule’s Ife. 


PRO. 


| 
i 
| 
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PROLOGUE. 


Spoken by Mr. Wilks, tothe Revi- 
val of the fecond Part of King 
Henry IV. as alter’d by 
Me. Betterton. 


Written by Mr. SEWELL. 


Hakefpear, who gave our Engh/h Stage its 
S (Birth, 
Here makes a Medley Scene of War and Mirth, 
He knew his Countrymen’s free Spirit beft, 

We laugh in Earneft, ---- but ne'er fight in Jeft ; 
Now, he in eafie Scenes of Nature charms ; 


And, now, your Hearts with Martial Fury warms: 


IL 4 Proving, 
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Proving, that Rival Nations muft fubmit 

To Englifh Courage, ’as to Englifh Wit. 

If fometimes devious from old Rules he ftrays, 
And treads awry from riftotle’s Ways ; 

"Tis but to fhew he dar’d to give Offence, 

nd laugh’d at flavifa Ties in any Senfe. 
Free, and at Eafe, the mettled Sportfman rides, 
And by his Game alone his Motion guides ; 
Dogs beat upon the Scent, but he purfues, 
Scizes the Prey, and mocks at diftant Views. 
Thus Shake/pear pafies Nations-in his Flight, 
And leaves the laggard Genius out of ‘Sight, 
Yet reins his Pegafus in full Career s 


They frighten Danger, who no Danger fear. 


YeT, You great Judges, fometimes wink ‘at 
( Crimes, 


Moft were not his, but Errors of the Times. 


Some- 


Re aie na a el * 
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Sometimes, yet half afham’‘d of what he writ, 
_ He quibbled; like an errant Pulpit-Wit. 
Like wanton Fencers, fome rude Strokes he made, 


To fhew the Strength and Toughneds of his Blade, 


Bur all Apologies for Him are wrong, 
He proves his Value by his lafting long : 
And ftill with Pleafure his bright Fame furveys, 


Frefher in GEORGE’, than EL1za’s, Days. 
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1 LDQPD OD ED CRED EDOM x, 
CHD) CHB) CHS) CHI) CHB) EHD) CII) CHD © 


FE, prLocvue to the fame Pray, 


Spoken by Mr. Pinkethman, in the Cha- 
racter of Feeble. 


By the Same. 


y AS, not my Part an odd One for the 
(Stage? 


A Woman's Taylor, -—--and at Pinky's Age ? 

For Me, whofe vig’rous Days of Youth are patt, 
To jiddlefaddle round the Ladies Watt 

To check the full-blown Breaft, and fix the Stays, 


Were Things I might have done in former Days: 


= hae 


sut now, ‘tis fhewing of a fick Man Meat, 

When he wants Pow’r, and Appetite to eat. 
2 

Time was, I wanted ne fuch Provocation ; 


To fhew my felf a Man---- of Occupation. 
Then 
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Then knew how my Lady’s Maid to wheedle, 
And teach het /a manage of Thread and Needle. 
And yet how many Copics are of Mc? 

Who are not That which they pretend to be? 
What is the batter’d Beau in Life's Decay ? 

The Thing in Zarnefé 1 am im the Play : 

tore of the Race, when all his Strength is gone, 
He only boafts of former Plates he won. 

Such Prizes only prove his Cafe the worfe, 
What are old Trophies to a Three-heat Courfe ? 
The keeping Citizen, that jealous Jaylor, 

I nought but Feeble, an unworkmg Taylor 5 

A Sort of Guardian Invalid of Beauty, 


Who keeps his Poft, tho’ he performs no Duty. 


WHEN fuch, you fair Ones, would your Loves 
z (difgrace, 


Scorn em, and think of Taylor Feeb/e's Cale s 


Many 
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Many may be, if you their Actions {can, 


A Woman's Taylor, not a Woman's Man. 


The Macnetic MIsTREss. 


rE 


ORINDA has fuch mighty Charms, 


Such an attracting Air, 
None can refift her conqu'ring Darts, 
But gladly yield their captiv'd Hearts, 
To fo divine a Fair. 
106 
So the myfterious Loadftone’s Pow’r 
The wandring Atoms draws, 
From Pole to Pole they take their Courfe, 
Confin’d by an intrinfic Force, 


To circle in its Laws. E 


MAG- 
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Il. 
MacGNETIic Pow’s her Charms conceal ; 
But then here lies the Riddle 5 
The Loadftone does its Force extend, 
And ftrongeft draws at either End, 


Dorinda in the Middle. 


re 


Upon C.aL1a's forbidding me 
to vilit her. 


By Mriib--——. 
TOT greater Sorrow reign’d in Adam's 
( Breatt, 
When fore'd from Eden, and the Seats of Reft ; 
When oft He wept, and turn‘d as oft his Eyes, 
To the loft Scene of all his former Joys. 
With Tears He view’d the ever-blooming Flow’rs, 


The Chriftal Fountains, and the fhady Bow’rs, 
But 
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But as an Angel barr'd 'Admiffion there} 

As fair an Angel ftops my Entrance here: 
Return ye Days, and come ye Hours agairis 
When Celia fmil’d, a Stranger to Difdain : 
Fer yet fhe bid her juft Refentment rife, 
Or fhed a bright Deftru@tion from her Eyes, 
Ah! Fair, you need no Punifhment purfue, 
I bear the greateft in offending You, 

The fofteft Breafts to Pity are inclin’d, 
Angels, when Sinners turn, a Pleafure find ; 


As You like them are beauteous, be as kind. 


SEE, Celia, fee, your Slave to Mercy flies, 
_ Save him by Mercy, who by Juttice dies, 
Difconfolate I mourn, devoid of Reft : 

And Grief fits heavy on my troubled Breaft, 
Grant then, in Pity, grant a thort Reprieve, 
Beftew one kinder Look, and bid me live; 


Thus 


Re Nias 
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Thus when the Sinner finds his Life decay, 
When Nature fickens, and her Pow’rs give way : 
When he with Horror views :his‘AGions pat, 
And trembling fees the Hout of Sorrows hafte : 
If fome kind Hand the Malady reftrains, 
Recalls his Spirits, and rebates his Pains : 
The Lamp of Life, rekindled, glitters bright, 


And his Eyes fparkle with a new Delight. 


To Cxtio, on her Retreat at 
FULHAM. 


By Mr. THEOBALD. 


i. 


aE IS faid, and Poets do not always lye, 
, Soon as the Mufes left Parnaffus’ Hill, 
The Mountain wither’d, and the Spring grew dry, 


Nor Phebus deign’d to grace the barren Rill. 
THB 
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OF 
T HE God was angry, that the fickle Train 
To him unknown fhould lightly quit the Place ; 
Thenceforth he view’d the Sifters with Difdain, 


A Tribe unworthy of his future Grace. 


1008 
Bur Fayrite C/o his Refentments fpar'd, 
< She fhall not feel, /atd he, our deadly Hate ; 
“ To her I will transferr the Gifts they fhar’d, 
<¢ And from the Nine One mighty Mufe create. 
iF 
He fimild, and ftrait to ratify his Will, 
Breath’d out a Soul of true poetic Fire ; 
“ Cfo, alone inherit now the Skill, 


“ Pleafing to write, and thofe that write infpire. 


BE 
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V. 
“« Be Fulham thy Retreat, and blefs the Shades, 
“< Sweet as Ely/ium ftill when Thou art there ; 
« When abfent, difmal as the gloomy Glades, 
“ Where difcontented Lovers feed Defpair. 
VI. 
THE God pronounced, and all his Godhead plies 


To make /zs Gifts compleat, er Conquefts 
( whole; 


Gives her a piercing Wit, and piercing Eyes, 


Her Eyes to captivate the Senfe, her Wit to 
( charm her Soul, 


—TheOLp Man. 


@ OVE fafter, Life, thou tirefome Gueft, 


\/ F (away ; 
Why in this min’d Cottage wilt thou flay? 
Why am I fore’d to drag thy heayy Chains, 


When nothing but the hated Ruft remains } 


M My 


o 
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My feeble Limbs are with the Load opprett; 


And nought, but Death, can give ‘em long’d-for 
(Refts 


While youthful Blood the well-fill’d Channels fed; 
And over cach Part 4 fprightly Vigour {pread, 
Wholly refign’d to wanton Nature’s Sway, 

I follow’d where my Pleafiutes led the Way. 

The Wine, which formerly my Goblets crown’d; 
Intoxicates, and heavily goes round ; - 

Now crawl I weary to the Verge of Death, 

With trembling Steps, and painful-heaving Breath, 
The Thoughts of former Pleafiire gall my Breatt, 


Ah! ’tis a rueful Thought to haye been bleft. 


Open thy Bofom, Earth! and in thy Womb 
Grant me the long’d-for Quiet of a Tomb. 
To thy cold Breaft my colder Limbs receive 5 


They’re gfown the Clod thou formerly did't give. 


Thrice 
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Thrice happy He who knows not this Decay, 
But in a Stream of Pleafure glides away, 


And feels no lagging Hours drag on the ling’ring 
(Day. 


I watch and hope, that evry Gafp of Breath 


Will bring me Aid, and lay me down in Death. 


t 
| 
| 


The Lover’s CHARM. 
By Mr. Saonne-, 


ie 


TT OSS thrice thefe oaken A thes in the Air, 


And three Times three tie up this true 
(Love's Knot, 


Three Times fit down in this enchanted Chair, 


Thrice murmur low, She wa//, or She will net. 


M 2 Go, 
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i. 
Go, burn thefe pois’nous Weeds in yon blue Fire, 
This Cyprefs, gather’d at a Dead-man’s Grave : 
Thefe Schriech-owl Feathers, and this prickly Briar ; 


That all thy thorny Cares an End may have. 


III, ; 
THEN come, ye Fairies, dance with me a-round, 
Dance in this Circle, be my Love the Center ; 
Melodioufly breathe out a charming Sound, 


Melt her hard Heart, that fome Remorfe may 
(enter. 


IN vain are all the Charms I can devife, 


For Cela ftrait can break them with her Eyes. 
eRe, ait 


An 
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“(CHE9) CHE) CHD) CHS) (CHOY) (CHD) EH) CHD)” 


An Imitation of Anacreon’s ODE, 
Beginning, 
~—-- ‘O mass aye Xpuat, Ske, 
OULD I but make grim Death withhold 
C His fatal Stroke by Bribes of Gold ; 
Down to the powerful Toy Id fall, 
Gold fhould be my Foy, my AZ. 
For Gold my Pleafures I'd retrench, 
Gold fhould be my Wine, my Wench ; 
But fince, alas! No tempting Ore 


Can bribe the Fates, be drunk and poor. 


M 3 Advice 


Advice to. SILVIA. 


AA cist) jock Soa 


By Dr. KENRICK. 


E AV E not your FZeree for am ugly Lord ; 


What Joy can that ill-natur'd Fool afford ; 
He Honour may confer, and fome Eftate, 

But Honour cannot Difcohtent rebate; 

And who would c’er be wretched, to be great? 
Suppofe, this Lord a thoufand Servants have ; 
You to his thoufand Humours are a Slave ! 

If glorious Beds of State fupport his Pride, 


Yet, fee, a loathfome Toad lies next your Side! 


Let 
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Let Show'rs of Plenty on your Manfion pour, 
His jealous Eye will ftarve you mid’ft your Store, 
And tarnifh all the Luftre of your Ore. 

A coftly Splendour may adorn yout Houle ; 

But, oh! that conftant Nufance, call’d your Spoute | 
With gilded Outfide tho’ your Chariot fhine, 

The Beaft that fullies all, your Lora’s within. 


Tho’ You, with Flanders-Six, might flaunting 
( ride, 


With fuch a Partner fcorn the naufeous Pride 3 
The Fool in State mutt this Reflexion caufe, 


The viler Brute is drawn, the nobler draws. 


Your Charms, we grant, would aged Eu- 
(nuchs move ; 


But Clowns and Fools can never rightly love. 
For tho’ uncommon Brightnefs gilds your Eyes, 


Thofe Gems your Indian knows not how to prize. 


M 4 Your 
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Your beauteous Face and Shape might Saints pro- 
| (voke, 


And will you with a Fiend endure the Yoak? 
Ah! Who, for Gold,would bear the matchlefs Evil, 


To live in Hell, and marry with the Devil } 


Cou tp Wealth and Titles nuptial Pleafures 
give, 
What Monarch would repine, what Emprefs grieye} 
But, oh! the Pangs which Royal Pairs fuftain, 
When, in Affection loofe, their Hands they chain ; . 
No Grandeur cures the Smart, no Pomp the Pain. 


With reftlefs Thoughts, from Face to Face they 
(rove, 


And fix, on any Thing they meet, to love, 
Hence oft the Throne defcends to humble Plains, 


Kings figh to rural Nymphs, and Queens to Swains. 


THEN 
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THEN, Si/via, would you wear ahappy Noof, 
A Lover, equal to your Beauty, chufe : 
A Lover, wife of Mind, in Morals good, 
So will your Charms be priz’d, and underftood. 


Who knows your Worth, will beft your Humout 
| ( fit 3 


Half of Enjoyment’s loft for want of Wit. 
Chufe One, to whom your heav’nly Virtues are, 


His Morning’s Wifh, Noon’s Pride, and Even- 
(ing’s Pray’r. 


Whofe Warmth your fierceft Joys can never 
(tame, 


Who feels‘no Intermiflion of his Flame, 

But ever is unpall’d, and (till the Same. 

Should Such a One but for your Pity fue, 
Whate‘er he’s worth in Gold, he’s worthy you. 
For where good Humour, Wit, and Love are join’d, 


Strephon never frown’d, and Phillis ne'er repur'd. 


On 
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On S/JLV IA Singing. 


By the Same, 


I, 
Heard, and I faw, and am throughly undone, 


She has doubled her Charms, and will 
(conquer us all 5 


Tho’, alas! I'm fo frail, I needed but One, 
The leaft of her Glances had made me to fall : 


But fo thick até the Datts which fhe {eatters a- 
(round, 


That Strephon, poot Strephon, isall but one Wound, 


I], 


[ne Charmis of her Face, and the Charms of her 
UVoice, 


For abfolute Ruin fo fiercely confpire, 


That the Spark, firft {truck out by the Dint of her 
| ( Eyes, 


By the Force of her Breath is blown fatally highr. 
| But 
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But Stvephon is Such, he the fcorching neer blames, 


For Love’s Salamander can revel in Flames. 


The RESOLVE. 
By the Same. 


Y ES, I muftlove her ftill, tho’ welll know, 
\ 


My blafted Fruit can ne‘er to Ripenefs 
(grow : 


Yet ftill to love fhall be my conftant Care, 
As Men plant foreign Trees which never bear : 
For tho’ our colder Clime denies the Fruit, 


Gay are the Bloffoms, and the Branches fhoot. 


‘T 1s mean, to make Enjoyment all our Scope $ 
‘Tis great, to love on ftill, with dittle Hope. 
My generous Soul no Intereft can regard, 


A virtuous Paffion is its own Reward : 
ea mi i Its 
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Its Warmth is fuch, and burns fo purely bright, 
‘Tis not a Flame, but chearing Ray of Light. 
Such is my Paflion which round Sz/via plays, 
And, if it meets a kindly Fewel, ftays : 
But if on Parts too cold it chance to ftray, 
It modeftly leaps back, and mounts away. 
Canaan { ftill purfuec, like that dread Man, 
Who firft the Travels of the Fews began: 
Tho’ J, like him, the Land muft ne'er poffels, 
Bat only fee it from a Wildernefs : 
Yet will I celebrate the Land, to fhow 
To Others where the Milk and Honey flow. 
My Paflion thus is wholly free from Care, 
Nor chear’d by Hope, nor ruffled by Defpair, 
‘Tis all my Sz/vza’s Praife, without a Pray’r. ) 
No Friends it wants, nor fears it any Foes, 


It grafps at nothing, and can nothing lofe : 


Thus 
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Thus Pilots on the Ocean’s Surface ride, 

Not dive fot Treafure which the Billows hide. 
Thus Travellers, who fee the Indies thine, 
With Pleafure view the dear, forbidden, Mine: 
All they obtain is to return, and tell 


How much the foreign Lands their own excell. 


Tuus, fpite of all the World, I love my Fair, 
Still will I gaze, and ftill her Charms declare. 
The Mufe my beauteous S#/vza ftill fhall praife, 
Till future Ages fhe to Tranfport raife 
"Till fhe all humane Kind to Paflion move, 


Women to Envy, and the Men to Love. 


An Beemer tz toa Lipa who had re- 
folv'd againft MARRIAGE. 


By W. WatsuH; Efqi 


ADAM, I cannot but congratulate 
Your Refolution for a fingle State : 

Ladies, who would live undifturb’d, and free, 
Muft never put on Hymen’s Livery. 
Perhaps, its Outfide feems to promife fair, 
But underneath is nothing elfe but Care. 
If once you Ict the Gordian Knot be ty’d, 
Which turns the Name of Virgin into Bride ; 
That one fond A@ your Life’s beft Scene foregoes; 
And leads you in a Labyrinth of Woes ;- 
Whofe ftrange Meanders you may {earch about, 


But never find the Clue to let you out. 
| | The 
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The marry’d Life affords you little Eafe, 

The beft. of Husbands is fo hard to pleafe. 

This in Wives careful Faces you may {pell, 
Tho’ they diffemble their Misfortunes well. 

No Plague’s fo great, as an ill-ruling Head, 

Yet ‘tis a Fate which few young Ladies dread : 
For Love's infinuating Fire they fan, 

With {weet Ideas.of a God-like Man. 

Chloris and Philhs glory’d in their Swains, 

- And fing their Praifés on the neighb'ring Plains ; 


Oh! they were brave, accomplifh’d, charming 
(Men, 


Angels ‘till marry’d, but proud Devils then. 
Sure fome refiftlefs Pow’r with Cupzd fides, 

Or we fhould have more Virgins, fewer Brides 5 
For fingle Lives afford the moft Content, 


Sceure and happy, as they're innocent : 


Bright 
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Bright as Olympus, crown’d with endlefs Eafe; 
And calm as Neptune on the Flaleyon Seas. 
Your Sleep is broke with no domeftick Cares ¢ 
No bawling Children to difturb your Pray’rs : 
No parting Sorrows to extort your Tears, 

No bluftring Husband to renew your Fears ! 
Therefore, dear Madam; let a Friend advife; 
Love, and its idle Deity defpife : 

Supprefs wild Nature, if it dares rebell ; 


There's no fuch thing as eading Apes in Hell. 


An ike PE iT AaP aR 


Ona Gentleman, who died the Day after 
his Lady. 


E firft departed ; He for One Day try’d 


To live without her, lik’d it not, and dy’d. 


An 
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An O D E, By Mr. B----. 
Set to Mufick by Mr, DEANE, 


=f 
i 
of 


He 
“HEN from the Plains Meh//a fled, 
The fad Amintor figh’d ; 
And thus, whilft Streams of Tears he fhed, 


The mournful Shepherd cry’d. 


Il. 
Move flow, ye Hours, thou, Time, delay, 
Prolong the bright Me/z/Ja’s Stay. 
But You, like Her, my Pray’r deny, 


And cruelly away you fly, 


N ¥ 
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IIL. 
Yet tho’ fhe ftrays, fhe leaves behind 
Her lovely Image in my Mind. 
O fair Meli/Jz, with me ftay, 
Or take thy Image too away. 
IV. 
See! How the Fields are gay around, 
And fragrant Flow’rs adorn the Ground ! 
Asif the Fields, as well as I, 


Were proud to pleafe Meh//a’s Eye. 
V. 


But now, you Fields, no more be gay ; 


You Flow’rs; no more your Charms difplay ! 


‘Tis Defart all; now You are fled ; 


And Paradife is where you tread ! 


Un 
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VI. 
Unmov'd, the Virgin flies his Cares, | 
To fhine at Court, and Play: 
To mournful Shades the Youth repairs, 


To weep his Life away. 


Upon a Female Mifchief-Maker. 


By the Same. 


ROM Peace and gentler Joys Devi/z flies, 
And lovesto hear the Storms of Anger rife: 
Thus Zags and Witches hate the {miling Day, 
Sport in loud Thunder, and in Tempefts play. 
Her Commendations praife you into Shame, 
And from her Mouth Difparagement is Fame. 


3 


Diffatisfy’d, if pleasd, She feeds on Wrong, 
And gathering Scandal grows upon her Tongue. 


bi a? Thus 


) 
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Thus Froth and baneful Weeds, and floating 
( Straws, 


Whilft the pure Stream glides on, the Whirlpool 
(draws. 


In Beauty She Deformity can {py, 

And turns all Yellow with her jaundic’d Eye. 
To {candalize is Mufick to her Ear, 

But odious, generous, Deeds ’tis Death to hear. 
Thus the vile Maggot in Corruption breeds, 


Battens in Filth, and upon Ordure feeds. 


O, may She ftill perfift to curfe my Name, 
Still difcommend, and rail me into Fame! 
So Phebus, thro’ the Zodzac takes his Way, 


And amidft Montfters rifes into Day. 


On 
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On BEAU T Y. 
By Mr. T. JOHNSON. ‘Fam. 


Eauty, great Produdt of th’ eternal Mind, ) 
B Off-{pring of Matter from all DrofS refin'd, ‘ 
Faireft Idea of thy Maker to Mankind! 


You brought forth Chaos from thick oth of 
Night, 


You crown’dthe gloomy Mafs with radiant L cee 


And jarring Principles in Order did unite. 


Still keeps the World in perfect Harmony, 


That Nothing ftart, and f{poil the beautcous Sym- 


For thy Sake, Providence’s watchful Eye | 
(metry. 


Led 
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Led by Your Track, our Thoughts we mount 
(above 


To view, and praife, the Fountain of thy Love, 


Nor can his mighty Power fo well his Effence 
(prove. 


Yet when in humane Shape we feel thy Power, 
By blind Miftake mifled, we ceafe to foar ; 


And Thee, inftead of thy eternal Spring, adore. 


To MIR A, angerd, 


By the Same. 


I. 


HAT an unthinking Sot was I, 


So fweeta Nature to difpleate ; 
And arm to Rage that Clemency, 


From which alone I hope for Eafe ? 


N 3 afephey 
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Frenzy of Love! fuch Met hods to employ, 
Which contradict their End, and fpoil my Joy! 
I. 
Tue fond, admiring, humble Crew, 
And all their wild fantaftick Pain, 
With haughty Comfort I could view, 
In Freedom too fecure, and vain ; 
But now I feel, with juft Severity 


Great Love rewards that weak Contempt, and Me, 


IIL 
For, lo! my beauteous Charmer there, 
Thro’ her forbidding Looks more bright, 
Shakes my aftonifht Soul with Fear, 
Yet ftrongly does my Soul invite. 
Wretch that 1am! To whom fhall I repair ? 


Who fhall condué me thro’ this Maze of Care? 


N 4 ASSIST 
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IV. 
Assist me, Love! in vain I cry ; 
He doomr’d the Torments I endures 
Shall I for Eafe to Mira fly ? 
Kindnefs, inrag’d, allows no Cure. 
Yet is She mild, yet good in every Thought, 


And humble Minds have Tyrants Mercy taught. 


V. 
SEE then your low Offender, full 
Of decent Fear, and humble Trutt ; 
Think Torments, the Rewards of HI, 
Too long infliGed grow unjuft: 
And judge this Conqueft of Yout felf compleat, 
Nobly to check a reafonable Hate, 
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RESIGNATION. 


Written fora L ap y, at her Requeft. 


REAT Powr! at whofe Almighty Hand 


Vengeance and Comfort ever wait ; 
Starting to Earth, at thy Command, 


To execute thy Love, or Hate: 


T HY Indignation knits the Brow 
On Thofe, who dare to Sin give Way ; 
But Who's fo perfect, Lord, below, 


As never from thy Word to ftray ? 


YET 
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Yer when thy mighty Laws we break, 
And after do our Gnilt deplore’; 
Thou dot the Word of Comfort {peak, 


And treafure up our Crimes no more. 


O then thy mighty Grace difplay, 
And thy offending Servant fpare ; 
With Pain my Body watts away, 


My weaken’d Limbs with conftant Care. 


GRIEF has my Blood and Spirits drunk, 
My Tears do like the Night-dew fall : 
My Checks are faded, Eyes are funk, 


And all my Draughts are dafh’d with Gall. 


THOU 
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ao 


Tov canft the heavy Hand withdraw, 
That bends me downward to the Grave 3 
One healing Touch my Pains can awe, 


And thy declining Servant fave. 


Bur if thy Juftice has decreed, 
1 Gill muft languifh out my Days 5 
Support me in the Time of Need, 


Patient to bear the flow Decays. 


Lo! to thy dreadful Will I bow, 
Thy Vifitations ftill to prove s 
Thy Judgments do thy Mercy fhew, 
Since, Lord, thou chafl’neft in thy Love. 


Eee) ia 
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The Duxt of the Musicrtan 
and the NIGHTINGALE 


Tranflated from ST RADA. 


By Mr. B--—. 


OW, turning from the fultry Noon, the 
(Sun 


The better Half of his great Race had run ; 
With milder Fires he urg’d his downward Way, 
And Silver Dews defcending cool’d the Day. 
Near Zyber's Streams a fam’d Mufician fate, 
Heneath the Covert of a green Retreat ; 


Pleas'd with the Shade, he play’d harmonious Airs; 


Secure in That from Heat, in Thefe from Cares: 


Nor 
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Not long unheard, for midft the Leaves there ftood 
A Nightingale, the Songftrefs of the Wood 3 
Drawn by his Mufick from the neigh’bring Glades, 
Mute of the Place, and Tenant of the Shades. 
Liffning a while, fhe, harmlefs Syren, ftay'd, 
Then join’d the Confort, as the Mafter play'd: 


Catch’d every Strain, and from her warbling 
( Throat 


‘ccho’d the various Strains, and Note return’d for 
( Note. 


To Philomel, with Emulation fir'd, 
Orpheus indulgd the Play which fhe defir’d 5 
Tunes well his Lute, another Meafure tries, 
And oer the Strings with winged Swiftne(s flies. 
Strong every Touch, enchanting the Delight ! 


And thus begun the Prelude of the Fight. 


SWELLING 
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Sw ELLING with Pride, the ftrives her Voice 
(to raife, 


Thrills out her thoufand Notes, ten thoufand W ays: 
Sweetly they flow in Raptures from her Tongue, 


And give him back the Challenge of a Song. 


THE Lutanift, provok’d, his Finger flings, 
In f{portful Scorn, a-crofs the trembling Strings ; 
Fills now each Chord, now in wild Defcants {trays, 
Now (oftly flurs, now ftrikes diftingter Lays : 
In Numbers fmooth, now vents a gentler Strain, 


And now returns to his firlt Clofe again. 


HE paus'd. --- When Philomel refumes her Part, 
Tries every Note, and Art repays with Art. 
Firft, as fhe feem’d unskilful, or in Doubt, 


That, if She dar’d to fing, She might be out ; 


With 
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With equal Tone fhe modulates her Song, 

And in one undivided Tenour trails along. 
Unvanquith’d, fhe fo lengthens out her, Note, 

As if the Stream of Sounds run thro’ her Throat: 


The Meafures then fhe cuts with nimbler Pace, 
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Deals out her Voice, and anfwers Grace with Grace : 
With num’rous Tremblings warbles every Trill, 


And is, alternately, now foft, now fhrill. 


TueEliftning Matter {tood. amaz’d to meet 
So fmall a Pipe, that breath’d a Note fo {weet 5 
A Note fo fweet, fo various, bid him ply 
More wondrous Art, or lofe the Victory : 
More wond’rouis Att to every String he lends, 
And Fats and Sharps, intuneful Difcord, blends, 
Now tow’ting Trebles the bright Movement orace, 


Now are repeated in the lab’ring Ba/e. 


In, 
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In brisker Tides now loftier Accents flow;: 
Now groan the furly Symphonies below ; 
Rough as the Clangouts of the martial Jar, 


Which rouze the Coward; and provoke the War. 


T HIS He perform’d: More her melodious 
( Tongue 


Shakes every Note, and curls the lovely Song: 
With artful Cadence now fhe fmooths her Strairi, 
She rifes quick, and quick She falls again. 

In tuneful Streams the rolling Numbers float, 
Run toand fro, andeccho thto’ her Throat. 

By turns the Sounds in vigorous Raptures fly, 

By turns in graver Extafies they die. 

To ‘Accents, high or low, by turns fhe comes, 


And mocks the pratling Fifes, or thundring Drums. 


THE Lutanift, enrae’d, with Bluthes cry’d, 


Yl quickly check the Triumphs of thy Pride; 
And 
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And cither ftrike thee, little Minftrel, mute; 
Or, broken, yield the Conqueft of my Lute. 
He faid,----> and ftrait his wanton Fingers bound, 
Aloft, alow, and urge inimitable Sound: 
From String to String in dancing Notes they fly, 
And This, and That, and every Meafure try: 
From End to End his Hands each other chace; 


Now plunge into the Chords, now whirl their 
(airy Race. 


Again they deeply roll, then tinkling leap, 

And then they mix in a melodious Heap ; 
Sweetly at once they rife, as fweetly fall ; 

And then the mighty C4orus triumphs over all. 
He ceas'd: and ftood expeGting what Reply 

The rival Bird would give his Harmony: 

When She----- (tho’ her late Exercife had wrought 


With too much Roughnef in fo fine a Throat ) 
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Impatient to be foil’d, attempts again ; 
Rallies up all her Pow’rs, to breath a Strain ; 
Labours and ftrives, but ftrives, alas! in vain. 


How could She imitate the various Noife, 


Pour'd from a thoufand Strings, with her one fingle 
(Voice? 


How could her Pipe run the majeftick Rounds, 


Which fwell the Chords, with fuch a Pomp of 
(Sounds? 


Unequal to the Sorrow and the Strife, 

She left atonce her Mufick and her Life: 
Conquer’d with Grief, and firuck for ever mute; 
She fell, and dy’d upon the fatal Lute. 

So fweet a Songftrefs had a Right to have 


No meaner Honours, than fo fweet a Grave. 


Tuus evety Breaft the Love of Famic infpires, 
And ey'n the fmalleft glows with generous Fires, 


The 


Pasi ME Lartsith SRE SANE MET ily, EO EL A ye AE me weenie eae meer ane. 


POEMS, &. 196 


PAG EG ANG ING ING ENG ING ONG 
MS DIRS DING DIL TINS LI DING DIC i 
The Fourth Eclogue of Vireit 
Tranflated. 


By the Same, 
S ICILIAN Mules, fing fublimer Strains; 


All are not pleas‘d with humble Shrubs and 
( Plains, 


If Woods we fing, be Woods the Confiil’s Care, 
Let rural Lays invite his liftning Ear. 

Now are adyanc’d the laft, propitious, Times, 

So oft foretold in the Cumean Rhimes. 
Majeftick Years, a bright, aufpicious Train, 
Again fucceed, and blefs the World again. 

The golden Days fhine on the longing Earth ; 


All Nature fmiles at thy Celeftial Birth ; 
O 2 Thy 
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Thy Birth, O godlike Boy, is fure Prefage 


Of the quick Ruine of this Iron Age. 


O chafte Lucia, help the labouring Womb, 
Blefs'd with a Boy, from whom our Joys muft come: 
Apollo reigns! In this illuftrious Year, 

In all his Glory Polio fhall appear, 


And, lo! the mighty Months begin their great 
Careet. 


If any Marks of our old Crimes remain, 

Their dreadful Looks fhall threaten us in vain, 
Sav'd, by the Influence of thy happy Reign. “ 
Enroll’d with Gods, Thou, facred Babe, fhalt be, 
By Gods and Heroes feen, and Gods and Heroes fee. 
The Father’s Virtues, blooming in the Son, 

Shall make the jarring World, in Peace, thy own. 


Th unnurtur’d Soil for Thee fhall Offrings yield, 


And fragrant Incenfe breath from every Field: 


mS 


For 
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For Thee fhall {pread the Honours of the Vine, 


Th Acanthus blofiom, and the Ivy twine: 


With out-ftretch’d Dugs the Goats fhall feck theis 
| (home, 


And, lab’ring, f{Carce the Threfhold overcome. 
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Safely the Herds fall the rich Meads explore, 

Nor tremble at the Lion's angry Roar : 

The {miling Flow’rs fhall on thy Cradle {pring, 

And Chaplets weave, tocrown their Infant King. 

No more the Snake in matted Grafs fhhall lie, 

Cloath’d with its Verdure to betray the Eye, 

But nakedly be feen, and foon as feen fhall dig. 

No more the Soil fhall noxious Plants produce, 
Jeafing to View, but fraught with baleful Juice. 


Where grew the Weed, the Rofe fhall {cent the 
(Skies, 


And Mistle Groves ftom rugged Wilds arife. 
But when of Heroes Praifes thou fhalt tell, 


And from thy Father's Vertues learn rexcell ; 
O 3 Tn 
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In every plentcous Field, Thou fhalt behold 
The yellow Harveft wave with fheafy Gold. 
Each lowly Shrub rich Spices fhall adorn, 

And Purple Clufters blufh on every Thorn: 
Ambrofial Dews the barren Heaths fhall fill, 
And Honey from the knotted Oaks diftill. 

Some Tracks of ancient Fraud fhall yet remain, 
Urging Men on to plow the Waves for Gain ; 
Build Citadels, and Towns with Walls furround, 
And trace long Furrows o’er the fertile Ground. 
Tiphys again, by Sea, fhall tempt his Fate, 

A fecond 47go groan beneath the Weight 

Of Demy-Gods, and Herocs for her Freight. 
To Troy Achilles thall defcend again, 

And drench with Slaughter her enfanguin’d Plain. 


But when thou'rt Man, Merchants at Home {hal} 
| . Ty eeceD, 


3 
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At Home, all foreign Rarities fhall grow, 

And every Produc every Soil beftow : 

"The Ox no more fhall hurt th’ unlabour’d Ground, 7 
No more the pruning-hook the Vine fhall wound: 
No various Colours fhall the Wool bely, 


Nor Art deceive, with a falfe, blufhing Dye: 
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But every Field fhall feed a horned Fold, 

Whofe Fleeces fhine with undiffembl'd Gold. 
Thetender Lambs fhall bear the wondrous Change, 
And in bright Robes of native Scarlet range. 
Advance, you bleffed ‘Times, the Sifters faid, 


‘Tis our Decrec, be our Decree obey’d. 


O darling Offspring of the Gods, purfuc 
The Paths of Glory, open to thy View 5 
Affert thy great Hereditary Line, 


And Time fhall bring their Hongurs to be Thine. 


O 4 Ste; 
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See! Heav'n, Earth, Seas, from their fixt Bafis 
(nod, 

Shook by the Thunder of the Youthful God! 

See! now reftor'd, how they applaud their Doom, 


And hail the glorious Days, which crowd to 
(come. 


O! might I live fo long, to blefs thofe Days, 
(But what Life’s long enough to fing thy Praife ?) 
Not Thracian Orpheus fhould excell my Lays : 
Nor Linus felf, tho’ cach the Help fhould ufe, 
One, of his Father-God, one, of his Mother-Mute. 
Arcadian Judges fhould their Pan condemn, 


Were Pan with me to fing, and Pofiio's Son my 
aie: (Theme. 


BEGIN, fweet Boy, thy early Virtues thow, 
And with aufpicious Smiles thy Mother know: 
Yen tedious Moons could fhe fuch Pangs endure, 
sweet Boy, be thy aufpic: us Smiles her Cure. 


- 


GOR IOL Ee SORES en 


POEMS, &. 201 


A lucklefs Doom is for the frowning Child decreed, 


No God fhall grace his Feaft, nor Goddefs blefs 
(his Bed. 


Crevia fo URANIA. 


An ODE; By W.Walhh, Efq; 


I, 
HE difmal Regions which no Sun beholds, 


Whilft his Fires rowl fome diftant 
, | {World to cheer, 


Which in dry Darknefs, Froft, and chilling Cold, 
Spend one long Portion of the dragging Year, 
At his returning Influence never knew 


More Joy, than C/e#a, when fhe thinks of You. 


Thofe 
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Yl. 


Thofe Zealots, who adore the Rifing Sun, 
Would foon their darling Deity defpife, 

And ywvith more warm, mote true Devotion run,’ 
To worfhip nobler Beams, Uranta’s Eyes; 

Hadsthey beheld her lovely Form Divine, 


Where Rays more glorious, more attracting, fhine, 


Hl. 


But, ah! frail Mortals, tho’ you may admire 
At a convenient diftance all her Charms, 
Approach Them, and you'll feel a raging Fire, 


Which {corches deep, and all your Pow’r dif- 
| (arms : 


Thus, like th’ Arabian Bird, your Care proceeds 
From the bright Object, which your Pleafire 
: } (breeds. 
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A DIALOGUE, between Sophro- 
nia and Laloeffa ; A Difcreet, 
and Gofliping Lady. 


By Mr. T. JOHNSON. 


LALOESSA. 
"ADAM, I thank You for this Vifit now, 


. Why, this is kind and neighbourly, I 
(vow 3 


Sit down, pray, Madam; and what News d’you 
(hear? 


SOPHRONIA. 
Way, none at alls I feldom e’re inquire, 
What other People do, or fay, in Lown; 
For each one’s Thoughtsand Actions are theirown. 


La- 
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LALOESSA. 

Bur you talk ftrangely, Coufin; Is it true? 
What never mind what other People do? 
T hope, you are no Enemy to that Fafhion, 
That great Support of gentcel Converfation ; 
For if a Lady come to Town to fee 
A Lady, Tales are pretty Company. 
I was at Madam’s vother Day, and who 
D’you think came by, but Be/lamira ---You! -» 
Tawdry at Fifty, and a perfect Blowze, 


Lord! had you feen her Drefs, and large white 
| (Fruz, 


You wou'dhave fplit your Sides with laughing, 
(Cuz. 


SOPHRONIA. 
No more of this; Infirmities there'll be 


In Age, in Youth, in Rags, and Quality. 


Affected 
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Affected Looks, foft Smiles, and winning Air, 
And wrinkled Age, attempting to be Fair, 
~ Are common Follies; but the Greateft fill 


Is unreform’d, of ever {peaking Il. 


LALOESSA. 


Do not ill Actions merit Publick Shame? 


SOPHRONIA. 


Burt You talk not to mend, but to defame. 


LALOESSA. 


Wov’p You have all without Diftin@ion pats? 


SOPHRONIA. 
VIRTUE good natur'd is, and ever was, 
Severe unto itfelf alone; and She 
Leffens the Credit of her Worth to me, | 
Whofe Fame wants the Support of others Infamy. 
Sufpe& the Woman, when no Fear's upon her, 


That ftarts, and claps her Hand upon her /Zonour ; 


Who 
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Who in all Companies, Lm Chaft, cries out; 

Till, whiat we never doubted of} we doubt: 

Who for riice Reafonis blafts another’s Name; 

The moft Cenforious are the moft to blame: 

Guilt clears the Sight; with 4 difcerning Eye 

Naked we othets NakediiefS defciy. 

LALOESSA. 
But furely I may talk of what I hear, 

SOPHRONIA: 

To make the Lewdnefs of the Town appear, 
And how unjutt their groundlefs Cenfuies are, 
You know what has been faid of Betty F_~ ft, 
The common Scandal, and the comution Jett; 
And yet there’s not a Petfon to be found, 


That's mote difereet inTown, or grave; or found, 


La- 


Pa rine 


LALOESSA, 
Butlve my News from Mafter fuch a one: 
SOPHRONIA. 
Ne’ ER trutt 4 Man that never dines at Home: 
For Such invent to make an equal Treat, 
They feed you with Difcourfe; You them withMeat. 
LALOESSA: 
Must then all pleafant Converfation fail, 
And dull Good-Nature above Wit prevail? 
SOPHRONIA. 
EXCELLENT Proof of Wit, indeed, to rail! 
Weak Malice tin@ur'd with a little Senfe, 
And a gay, naufeous, chearful Confidence, 
Make up the wretched Compound; I defpife 
Injurious Nonfenfe, founded upon Lyes. 
Andthis, when you'r engag’d yout felves, youown; 


A Hellith Lie! but what won't this damn’d Town? 


Yo ul 


| 
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You with much Truth, and much Concern e#: 
(claim, 
And yet; at Once, you practife what you blanie. 
LALOESSA. 
At this rate, half the Town muft filent fit; 
SOPHRONIA, 

CAN you want Compafsfor your boafted Wit! 
When dying Reputations, every where, 
Lie bafely wounded, and demand Repair. 
Haft, when the Breath of a good Name is gone: 
In vain You feck to find a Cure; There’s none, 


But now my BufinefS calls me Home, Adieu: 


LALOESSA. 


Goop Night, There’s no one fond of Such as 
(Yous 


On 
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i: 

Gently touch’d her Hand, She gave 
| A Look, that did my Soul enflave ; 
] preft her rebel Lips, in vain, 

They rofe up to be preft again. 
Thus happy, I no further meant, 


Than to be pleasd, and mnocent. d 


II. 
ON her foft Brezfts my Hand I laid, 


Anda quick light Impreflion made; 


P They 
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They with a kindly Warmth did glow, 


And {well’d, and feem’d to overflow: 
Yet, truft me, I no further meant, 


Than to be pleasd, and wnocent. 


HI. 


ON her Eyes fixt my Eyes did flay, 
O’er her fmooth Limbs my Hands did ftray 3 


Each Senfe was ravifht with delight, 
And my Soul ftood prepar’d for Flight: 
Blame me not, if at laft; I meant; 


Mote to be pleas'd, than mnocent. 
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Ode in LEspiam, precedentem 
Latine imitata. 


e ESBIA! dextram timidus decoram 
I Attigt tactu leviore Cultor, 
Anfa fentire metuens, volen{q;, 
Tempore codes y 

Lurgidis hafi calidus labels, 
Nefciis vinci, nova dum priori 
Invidet lucta, totie{q; preffa 

Labra refurgunt. 
Ila pradulces agitans ocellos, 
Spem fupra lenis, trepidante motu, 
hulmimis ritu penetravit imas 


Blanda medullas. 
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Z erminos intra tamen innocentes 
rdor, indultus fatis, acquievit ; 
Nec, cui tantum licuit, Cupido 


Plura rogavit. 


Dextera mammas voktante preffi, 
Leniter mamme tumuere preffa, 
Et vago ripas fiperare fluctu 
Sunt mihi vife. 


Ardor at vel fic (mibi crede fido) 
Lerminos intra ftetit mnocentes, 
Nec, ciii tantum licuit, Cupido 


Plura rogavit. 


Improbus quo me rapis, O Cupido? 
Mutuis dum nos oculis tuemur, 
Dulcia excurfu manus invidendo 


Membra pererrat. 


Se7- 
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Senfuum jam nil fupereft, deefive, 
Mena; fuavi deliquio fatifcens, 
Fam fugam, nunquam redituya, cacats 
Vif parare eft. 
Parce, fi tandem minus mnocentes 
Terminos imtra fretit mtume{cens, 
Si, ciii tantum licnit, Cupido 


Plura rogavit. 


RONDELAY. 


I, 


oe HE Flow’ of Phebus, on a Summer's 
FA nen 
4: : LR*AEty 


Advyanc’d her Head, to fhow her painted Pride, 
And gaily lofty, with difdainful Scorn, 


O’erlook’d the Plants that blofiom’d by her Side. 
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I]. 


THE Rofe, the Lilly, Violet, and Balm, 


Whofe Beauties fcarce were warm’d into a 


2 


(Flow’r, 
With envious Wrath near to a watry Calm, 


Beheld my Cinthia, in a happy Hour. 


Ill, 
NoT quite awake, nor too much won with Sleep, 
But fweetly flumbring they beheld the Saint; 
The Rofe and Lilly feparately creep, 


And o’er her Face diffufe their beauteous Paint, 


IV, 
Tue Violet and Balm to Air confum’d, : 
Her Breath with their united Odours fill’d, 
Apollo, {melling all the Skies perfuns’d, 


His glittring Beams into her Eyes diftill’d. - 


His 
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V. 


Huis Flowy, amaz‘d, funk down into her place, 
Folded her Leaves, and purd herfelf to death ; 
The Rofe and Lilly bloom in Cinthia’s Face, 
The Violet and Balm entich her Breath. 
Vi. 


CEASE then, fond Men, henceforth to boaft your 
(Flow’rs, 


- Balm, Rofes, Lillies, Violets are outs 5 


Ey'n Phebus How’: mutt, vanquifh’d, yield the 
| (Prize, 


Since his own Beams are loft in Cznthia’s Eyes. 
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To Sir Charles Sedley, wpon his 
Poem call’d, The Happy Pair. 


By Dr. KENRICK. 


HEN Father 4dam, in his Happy State, 


Firft {et himfelf a Wooing for a Mate, 
Virtue, not Portion, was the End he fought; 

For Eve was never lov'd, for what fhe brought. 
But pure Affection perfected the Match, 
Conducted by gay Freedom and Difpatch: 

So juftly were they call’d the Happy Pair, 

Tho’ neither had a Shirt or Smock to wear: 
And undifturb’d could Marriage-Joys purfue, 


Extended on the Turf, from which they grew. 


PR O. 


RTT REE ety 


Shane pan Meee 


POEM SKY 217 


% &. 1, oe HH Bh we DB %, 3% % 
#22222 BE £2 &22823% 
4 


“GR cet aE E638 GED CRED CHE? CF, re 762 GIEIG > GSE2 C5jG2 CaF 
=—5 ot et ch ar “9 ° 2 oko ch ch ss ott 
Soeur Eee ees zn ze ae 


PROLOGUE, fpoken by 
Mr Keene, before His Royal 


Highnels, the Prince of W ALEs. 


Written by Mr. THEOBALD. 
S yentrous Merchants, who, intent on Gain, 
A Truft their whole Subftance to the doubt- 
(ful Main, 
Tremble at each black Cloud that veils the Skies, 
And figh as the hoarfe Winds at diftance rife: 


Forebode the Storm, and heat old Ocean groan, 


Think their Bark fplit, and all their Hopes oet- 
(thrown : 


_ Such is th advent’ring Player’s anxious State 
And fuch the Terrors that controul his Fate: 


Eager 
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Eager to pleafe, we mighty Coft beftow, 

And our whole Fortunes on that Hazard throw : 
Unknowing what Succef$ our Hopes will crown, 
Whether you'll file, or we mutt be undone. | 
For Favour veers, uncertain asthe Wind; . 

Seas may grow rough, and Audiences unkind: 
Your leaft Diflikes our ExpeGations fhock, 
Hiffes prove Tempefis, and each Frown a Rock, 
Three Seafons have we toil’d, yet ftill been croft, 
Our Labours fhipwreck'd, and our Ventures loft: 
Grown almoft Bankrupt, and our All at Stake, 
Let us, at leaft, one profp’rous Voyage make. 

O be not always ftern; let happier Gales 


Now fpeed our Courfe, and {well our {preading 
(Sails. 


Sure we may hope, this great Example fhown 
Should influence the Favour of the Town. 
If we fucceed, and get with Safety Home, 


Weill ‘imitate our Sires of Ancient Rome; 
Hang 
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Hang up the Confecrated Tablet here, 
That fhall this Record of our Refcue bear: 
« The Britifo Pity did, in fuch an Age, 


‘ Moft generoufly prop the finking Stage. 


a 


The LEVELLERS: 
AnOpe to SYLVIA. 


By the Same. 


I. 


W.. N, Sylvia, declare, I loves 
In State, you ftrange Avetfion fhow 3 
Love isa Word, the Gods approve; 


And, if the Gods, why fhould not You? 


J burn, 
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Il. 


I burn, am loft, am quite undone, 
And muft I never Silence break? 
The wounded Heart has Room to groan, 


And wretched Lovers Leave to fpeak. 


if. 
Why am I thought to be fo vile, 
When every Part Love's Raptures fill? 
Sure, where a God vouchfafes to dwell, 


‘Tis then no more a vulgar Pile. 


IV. 
Two Levellers the Fates have made, 
To {mooth our Haughtinefs and Strife; 
By ‘Death we all are equal laid, 
But Love's the Leveler of Life. 


The 


POEMS, &c. 22% 
Pe aN ING ING ING ING ANG EDN 
(CIB) CBE) CHD) CID) (CHES) CHD) CHE) CHD) ~ 
The Pa #n1x Marry’d and 


Divorced. 
A FABLE. Upon the Case of the 
D. and D. of N-----. 


By the Same. 


LT H Arabian Phenix, Noble, Vigorous, 
(Young, 

And newly from his Father’s Afhes fprung, 

Seeing how other Birds their Females took, 

And Liberty for Nuptial Bonds forfook, 

Refolv’d to choofe a Partner to his Nett, 

And run the risk of Marriage with the reft: 


Thinking his doubted Ruin to prevent, 


By growing thus fo early Provident. 


Nature 


) 
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Nature, Ite faw, had long defective ftood, 


By leaving fingle fuch a glorious Good: 
He travail'd far and wide, but could not find 
A Mate that fuited with his generous Mind. 


The She's appear’d in all their various Dyes, 


With every Charm of Beauty to furprize, 


But none obtain’d a Grace in his dif{cerning Eyes, 


THE Peahens firkt.advance their quivering Tails 
The Female Turkses fpread their {potted Sails - 
The cooing Turtles part to {eek his Love, 

The Silver Swans in ruffled Splendor move : 
The Parrot and the Goldfuch, City-Heirs, 
Offer their Riches, to divide his Cares, 

The {weet Canary labours to excell 

Th’ enchanting Notes of Evening Philomel; 
Who ceas‘d her mournfulStrains,andMirth prefer’d, 
In amorous Hopes to gain the Princely Bird. 


The 
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The well-bred Pheafant, Linnet, and the Fay, 


Shine forth in all the glory of Array, 


To crown the grand Appearance of the Day. 
Allin their Turns their various Courtfhip move, 
Declare thei Paflion, and implore his Love. 
But all in vain; for None had Charmi’ his Eyes 
But the bewitching, Bird of Paradife 

Her ftrait He wood, and won with fimall Ado, 
For both defir’d to win, and both to woo. 

Yet none her Honour could in Queftion call 
For loving One, that was beloy'd by All: 

Soon were they marry’d, and by general Voice 
Declar’d moft Happy in each others Choice: 
The Fair was Wife, as well as Rich and Young; 
And what exceeded all, She {weetly fung. 

ln This, if any thing, fhe {eem’d to fail, 


She bore too finall a Body for her Tail. 
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TH 1s Difproportion from her Kind She brought, 
(A Fault of Birth can be no mighty Fault!) 
But yet the Blemifh was more plainly {py d, 
The more She vex’d at it, or ftrove to hide : 
For the leaft Glimpfe of any natural Ill 
Glares out, and plays upon the Fancy ftill; 
And if our Eyes but fingle Errors find, 
They ftrait improve, and double in the Mind. 
So here: For long in Peace they had not dwelt, 
But Love a fudden Alteration felt, 
Slack’d in its Speed, and its firft Heat forgot, 
And, when it fhould be cool, was raging hot. 
Her Tail was grown too cumb’rous to be fpread, 
He always murmur’d when he went to tread. 
To tread her Body did not grieve him much, 


But, oh! her Tail, her endlefs Tail was fuch!----- 


THUS 
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Tuus fickly, Stomachs ftrongeft Meats defire ; 


Thus Clouds of Smoak arife from Sparks of Fire: 


Thus flender Wits high Matters undertake, 


‘ ae 


: 
) } 


Thus fwift Purfuits a flow Performance make. 
Thus Apetite by Impotence was mov, 

And She, tho little, Things of Greatnefs lov'd. 
Her Mate was Weak, Infipid, Reftive, Sad, 
And every One's was well, but that She had. 
She had what others wifh’d for, and enjoy’d; 
But fo, fo oft} that truly She was cloy’d. 

This made her hate, and try each Female Art 
To find Occafion, and attempt to part: 
Not failing even his Honour to traduce, 
With fpecious Slander, in her own Excufe. 
Immodefily She feign’d a modeft Caufe, 


And claim’d a Trial, ‘by the Right of Laws: 


QO An 
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i: 


2206 ORIGINAL 


And tho’ her Mate with Pray’rs and Tears com 
(plain’d, 


She would haye a Divorce, whiclrfoon fhe gain’d. 


THE Sentence pafs’d, that favour’d her bafe Ends, 
She left het Husband, and forfook her Friends ; 
And to the Pandar Cynofiurus fled, 

(A Foreign Bird, by Air begot and bred,) 


And fought his Arms, and none but him would 
( wed. 


To Venus prone, the Bent of all the Kind, 

He prov'd a Lover, pleafing to her Mind: 

And oft She lay’d, but neet a living Thing, 

From many Nefts fhe made, was known to {pring. 
Tho’ Some, in their Opinions counted Wife, 
Say, that fuch Eggs produce the Cockatrice : 

Yet nothing from thefe fpurious Embrio’s came, 


But fecret Promifes, and open Shame: 


In 
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In Memory of whofe prodigious Womb, 
Which dead Fruit yielded from a living Tomb 
Each courtly Lady, in a Feather’s Stead, 

Still wears the Paradife, upon her Head: 
Which to the Sex fhould lafting Warning give, 
How free from Levity they ought to live. 

How kind, how conftant, and how fitm in Love, 
Not like vain Feathers which a Breath can move; 
How well-proportion’d, not fo great below ; 
But more in Truth to learn, and Iefs in Show! 
To fit the Bottom with an equal Sail, 


Leaft th’ Head be over-balanc’d by the Tail. 


ALL this from one Example may be try’d, 
That addle Eggs proceed from luftful Pride : 
That noble Houfes, by ignoble Shame, 


Ruin themfelves, Pofterity and Name. 


Q 2 That 
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That tho’ together Wealth and Beauty join’d, 


228 


They famp no real Worth on Womankind; 
Unilefs their AGions and their Thoughts agree; 


And both are ruld by Truth and Modefty. 


THE Phenix, you may think, was ftrangely 
( Fir’d; 


To be thus trick’d by One he fo admird: 
For Whom all other Females he refus‘d , 

To be by Her, fo flighted, fo abus‘d, 

Rack’d was his Soul; but yet he boldly curs’d 
All fecond Matches for this hateful firft: 
And liv'd alone, and never more would find 
An Alteration in the Courfe of Kind. 


His Grief was raging, yet he fear'd to die; 
Till he provided for Tofterity ; 
Well knowing, that except he made a Neft; 


His Name and Glory perifh’d with the Rett. 


This 
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This to prevent, he takes his {peedy Flight, 
Thro’ all the fpacious Realms of circling Light, ¥ 


O’er Vallies, Meadows, Defarts, Mountains, Lakes, 


Over flow’ry Gardens and oer fragrant Brakes 5 


O’er cither Indies, bounding Laff or Weft, 


a 2 en 


To gather Spices, and compole his Neft. 

Which done, he found, he felt his former Grief 

Encreafe ftill more, now defpr'ate of Relief: 

Which with frefh Sorrow his Remembrance paid, 
- For the Wife gone, the Cuckeldom remaind. 

He therefore chofe,.by Priviledge of Kind, 

To kill his Body, and renew his Mind ; 

Difmifs his Troubles to their native Earth, 

And cheer his Spirits by a fecond Birth: 

As Fire, which falls on Gun-Powder, involves 

The grofier Parts, and to its Elements refolves. 

Elfe was he doom’d in tort’ring Woe to wear 

The tedious Load of a fix hundredth Year. 


3 Now 
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N ow he betakes him to his fpicy Nett, 
Where all the Fun’ral Pomp was ready drefs'd. 
As the Sun fhines, his Diamonds he brings, 
And fans the Rays with his triumphant Wings : 
The fierce Reflection and Retention meet, 

One to collect, one to difperfe the Heat: 
And like dry Leaves, that kindle thro’ a Glaf, 


He fhrinks to Afhes in one glorious Blaze. 


Tue Afhes lay expos'd, for many Days, 
To falling Dews and Phebus’ genial Rays : 
he Hot and Moift with mingled Powers contend, 
And differ, to produce a different End ; 
At laft agreed, an Infect they create, 
Bot, oh! How far unlike the Bird of State? 


Till Time renews his, Features, Strength, and 
( Face, 

a e 
Rettores his Form, and brightens every Grace : 


Singh SSATP EL a TE Be I a or r 
re lng SP YET 


POEM 8S, &. 231 


Till in his Father's Likenefs he appears, 


Or rather the fame Bird, except his Years. 


+t 


On the Countefs Dowager Gis 


Written by the late Earl of H-----*. 


4 OURAGE, dear Mol, and drive away De- 
({pair, 


Mopf2, who, in her Youth was fcarce thought 
(fair, 


In fpite of Age, Experience, and Decays, 

Sets up for Charming, in her fading Days: 
Snufis her dim Eyes, to give one patting Blow, 
Have at the Heart of every ogling Bean! 

This goodly Goofe, all feather’d like a Fay, 


So gravely vain, and fo demurely gay, 
Q 4 Laft 
ee eS ee Ral Ain ee 


. tt N. B, Thefe two laff Poems are written by Dr, Kenrick, /0’, by 
the Miftake of the Prefs, it ts not fo mention'd. 
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Laft Night, t'adorn the Court, did overload 
Her bald buff Forehead with a high Commode. 
Her Steps were manag'd with fuch tender Art, 
As if each Board had been a Lover’s Heart. 

all her Air, in evry Glance, was feen 
A Mixture ftrange, ‘twixt Fifty and Fifteen, 
Admiring Fops about her crouding prefs ; 
f--$d-n himf{elf delivers their Addrefs; 
Which She accepting with a nice Difdain, 
Owns ’em her Subje&s, and begins to reign: 
Fair Queen of FOPLAND is her Royal Style; 
FOPLAND, the greateft Part of this great Ifle! 
Nature did ne'er fo equally divide 
A Female Heart, “‘twixt Picty and Pride: 
ticr Waiting-Maids prevent the Peep of Day, 


And, all in-order, on her Toylce lay 


Pray. 
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P. Of BMS, May 293 


Pray'r-Books, Patch-Boxes, Sermon-Notes and 
Paint, 


At once timprove the Sz#ver and the Saznt. 
Farewell, Friend Mo//, expe& no more from Me, 
But if you would a full Defcription fee, 

You'll find her fomewhere in the Lztany, 


With Pride, Vain-Glory, and FLypocrifie. 


To the Memory of Mr.OLpHao. 


* By Mr. DRYDEN. 


AREWELL, too little, and too lately 
(known, | 
Whom I began to think and call my Own; 
For, fure, our Souls were near allay’d; and Thine 


Caft in the fame Poetick Mould with Mine. 


* Thefe Copies of Mr. Dry pew are neither Printed in any Edi- 
tions of his Warks, or his Mifcellanies, 


One 
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One common Note on either Lyre did ftrike, 
And Knaves and Fools we Both abhor’d alike: 
To the fame Goal did both our Studies drive, 
The Laft {et out the fooneft did arrive. 

Thus Ni/us fell upon the flipp’ry Place, 


While his young Fricnd perform’d, and won the 
(Race, 


O early ripe! to thy abundant Store, 

What could advancing Age have added more? 
It might (what Nature never gives the Young) 
Have taught the Numbers of thy Native Tongue. 
But Satyr needs not Thofe, and Wit will fhine 
Thro’ the harfh Cadence of a rugged Line. 

A noble Error, and but feldom made, 

When Poets are by too much Force betray’d. 
Thy gen’rous Fruits, tho’ gather'd ere the Prime, y 


Still fhew'd aQuicknefs; and maturing Time 


But mellows what we write, to the dull Sweets 
. (of Rhime. 


Once 
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Once more hail, and farewel! Farewel,thou Young 
But, ah! too fhort, Marcellus of our Tongue: 
Thy Brows with Ivy, and with Laurel bound; 


But Fate and gloomy Night encompafs thee 
(around. 


ODE; Onthe Death of Mr. 


Henry PurRceELt. 


By the Same. 
I. 
? ARK! how the Lark and Linnet fing, 
"2 - With Rival-Notes 
They ftrain their warbling Throats, 
| To welcome in the Spring. 
But in the Clofe of Night, 
When Philomel begins her heavenly Lay, 
They ceafe their mutual Spite, 
Drink in her Mufick with Delight, 


And liftning and filent, and filent and liftning,obey. 
MORNE SAREE RRR PDI MOE Sia a 
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II. 


So ceas’d the Rival Crew, when Purcell came, 
They fing no more, or only fung his Fame: 
Struck Dumb, they all admi’d 
The Godlike Man ; 
| Alas! too foon retir’d, 
As He too foon began. 
We beg not Hell our Orpheus to reftore 5 
Had he been there, 
Their Soveraign’s Fear, 
Had fent him back before: 
The Power of Harmony too well they knew, 
He long c’er this had tun‘d their jarring Sphere, 


And left no Hell below. 


The 
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Hil. 


The Heav’nly Quire, who heard his Notes from 
(High, 


Let down the Scale of Mufick from the Skie ; 
They handed him along, 


And_all ‘the way he taught, and all the way they 
fung. 


Ye Brethren of the Lyre, and tuneful Voice, 
Lament his Lot, but at your own rejoice: 
Now live fecure, and linger out your Days, 
The Gods are pleas alone with Purcell’s Lays, 


Nor know to mend their Choice. 


To 


> 
t 


1 
| 


To my Friend Mr. Morrsvx, 
on his Tragedy call’d, Beauty 
in Diftrefs. 

By the Same 
IS hard, my Friend, to write in fuch an 
(Age, 

As damns not only Poets, but the Stage : 

That facred Art, by Heav'n itfelf infus’d, 

Which Mofes, David, Solomon, have usd, 

Is now to be no more: The Mufes Foes 

Would fink their Maker’s Praifes into Profe. 

Were They content to prune the lavifh Vine 


Of ftraggling Branches, and improve the Wine; 


Who; 
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Who, but a Mad Man, would his Thoughts de- 
(fend? 

All would fubmit; for All but Fools will mend. 
But whento common Senfe they give the Lie, 
And turn diftorted Words to Blafphemy, 
They give the Scandal: and the Wife difcern, 
Their Gloffes teach an Age, too apt to learn. 
What Ihave loofely, or prophanely writ, 
Let them to Fires, their due Defert, commit : 
Nor, when accus'd by Me, let Them complain : 
Their Faults, and not their Function, | arraign. 
Rebellion, worle than Witchcraft, they purfu'd ; 
The Pulpit preach’d the Crime ; the People ru'd. 
The Stage was filencd 5 for the Saints would {ce 
In Fields perform’d their Plotted Tragedy. 
But let us firft reform; and then {fo live, 
That we may teach out Teachers to forgive: 
Our Desk be plac’d below their lofty Chairs, 


‘Ours be the Praétice, as the Precept Theirs. 
hs 
The 


240 ORIGINAL 

The Moral Part, at leaft, we may divide, 
Humility Reward, and punifh Pride : 

Ambition, Intereft, Avarice accufe, 

Thefe are the Province of a Tragick Mufe. 
Thefe haft Thou chofen; and the publick Voice 
Has equall’d my Performance, wirh thy Choice. 
Time, A@ion, Place are fo preferv’'d by Thee 
That ev’n Corneille might with Envy fee 

Th’ Alliance of his tripled Unity. 

Thy Incidents, perhaps, too thick are fown; 
But too much Plenty is thy Fault alone: 

At leaft but Two can that good Crime commit, 
Thou in Defign, and Vycherley in Wit. 

Let thy own Gau/s condemn thee, if they dare 
Contented to be thinly Regular : 

Born there, but not for them, our Fruitful Soil 


With more Increafe rewards thy happy Toil. 


Their 
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Their Tongue, enfeebled, is refin’d too much, 
And, like pure Gold, it bends at every Touch: 
Our fturdy Teuton yet will Art obey, 


More fit for manly Thought, and frengthen’d with 
(Allay, 


But whence art Thou itifpir'd, and Thou alone, 
To fiourifh in an Idiom not thy own? 

It moves our Wonder, that a forcign Guett 
Shou’d over-match the moft, and match the betfts 
In under- praifing, thy Deferts 1 wrong 5 

Here, find the firtt Deficience of cur Tongue: 
Words,oncemy Stock, ate wanting to commend 


So great a Poet, and fo good a Friend. 


R Ths 


242 ORIGINAL 


apaaaaiaaaa2222i922 342 
CIE EAD) IE ERY CHE CRY) CARD ERD 
CECE TREC ER EER REETEE 


The Combat betwixt Love and 
R EASON. 


By a Gentleman unfortunately Married. 


LOVE. 


W EEP not,nor backward turn your Beams, 
Fond Eyes; Sad Sighs, lock in yout 
Breath ; 
Leaft by this Wind, of in thefe Streams, 
The injur’d Husband meet his Death: 
Fortune deftroys me if I flay, 
Love kills me if i fly away, 
Fate points not out 4 middle Way. 
And Love, and Fortune both are blind: 
+1 Reafon then, and fteer my Mind ; 
Leaft 


Come quick-ey 
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Leaft the ftrong Tide of worldly Lofles drown me, 


Or Sandsof wor/e Reflection {wellaround me. 


REASON. 

Fly, and blind Fortune be thy Guide, 

Againtt the blinder God rebel, 
Let not thy Love-fick Heart abide, 

Where Scorn and felfwill’d Error dwell: 
Where facred Truth mects no Regard, 

And Conftancy is flill defpisd, 
Where Love and Faith find no Reward, 

Or Oaths, by Heaven feal’d, are priz’d : 
For my directing Hand may fometime move 


Fortunes wncertain Whee, but ne'er the Sphere 
i (of Love, 
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The fecond Ode in the third 
Book of Horace, imitated. 


bee 
° 


E who would great in Science grow, 
By whom bright Virtue is ador’d, 
firft muft be content to know 


An humble Roof, and homely Board. 
Il. 


With Want, and rigid College Laws, 
Let him inur’d betimes comply ; 
Firm to Religion’s facred Caufe, 


The learned Combat let him try. 


Let 
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Tit 
Let him her envy’d Praifes teil, 
And all his Eloquence difclofe s 
The fierce Endeavours to repell, 
And fill the Tumults of her Foes. 
IV. 
Him early form’d, and feafon'd Young, 
Subtle Oppofers foon will fears 
And tremble at his artful Tongue, 
Like Parthians at a Roman Speat. 
V. 
Grim Death, th inevitable Lot 
Which Fools and Cowards ftrive to fly, 
Is with a noble Pleafure fought 


By him who bravely dares to dic. 


With 


vf 
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Vi. 


With brighteft Luftre of her own, 
Pure, andexaltedVertue fhines: 
Nor, as the Vulgar fmile and frown, 
Advances now, and how declines. 
Vil, 
A glorious and immortal Prize 
She on her‘hardy Son beftows; 
She fhows him Heav’n, «and bids’ him tife, 


Tho’ Toi, and Pain, and Death, oppofe; 


With labouring Flight he wings th’ obftruéted 
(Way, 


Leaving both common Souls, and commen Clay. 


A 


aii ie ; 
SRS eg O8 xp 
j a shits PREY Mig PE IO AE err AE a — 
" . De et aoe ee 
; nas Ay cS 


oes ad se oe a ee a 2%, & % 3. 
ae nes CRED CED OH eed CAED CIED CID CFD CFL C2? ete) C959 C22) CHD EO CHRD C263 te 
e a) a mA ad ~~ COED GED 5 Ved SIE 5M Wa FA Ce 0 eo Ga ar =) io” 
Jap ge ae Op OP Ge Se ae ee ee SOC FO Ee Bee 

; ee i es Se eS Fe FS Oe 


A Repty, in the fame Meafure 
and number of Lines. 


By Dr. B-----Y: 


I. 


\ K T HO ftrives to mount Parnaffus Hill, 
And thence Poetick Laurels bring, 
Mutt firft acquire duc Force and Skill, 
Mutt fly with Swans, or Eagle's, Wing. 
Il. 
Who Nature’s Treafures woud explore, 
Her Myfteries and Arcana know, 


Mutt high, as lofty Newton, {oar, 


Mutt ftoop, as fearching Woodward, low. 


R 4 Who 
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Il. 

Who ftudies ancient Laws and Rites, 
Tongues, Arts and Arms, all Hiftory, 
Muft drudge like Selden, Days and Nights, 

And in the endlefs Labour dye. 
IV. 
Who travels in Religious Jars, 

(Truth mixt with Errors, Shade with Rays,) 
Like Whifton, wanting *Pyx and Stars, 
In Ocean wide or finks, or ftrays. 

be 
But grant, our Heroe’s Hopes long Toil, 
And comprehenfive Genius, crown; 
All Sciences, all Arts, his Spoil, 
Yet what Reward, ar what Renown? 


Envy 


TT A 


* The Compass, 
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V1. 
Envy innate in vulgar Souls, 
Envy fteps in, and ftops his Rife ; 
Envy with poifon’d Tarnifh fouls 
His Luftre, and his Worth decrys. 
| VIL 
Inglorious, or by Wants inthrall‘d, 
To Colledge, and old Books, confin'd f 
A Pedant from his Learning call’d, 
Dunces advanc’d, he’s left behind ; 
Yet left Content, a Genuine Stoick He, 


Great without Patron, rich without South-Sea ! 


_ The 
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IC, 0 Viator, fub Lare parvulo 
Couleius hic eff conditus, hic jacet 


Made by Mr. COW LET on 
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Poffis ut illum dicere Mortuum, 
En! Terra jam nunc quantula fuffictt s 
Exempta fit Curis, Viator, 


Terra fit ila levis, precare: 


Hic foarge Flores, fparge breves Rofas ; 
Nam Vita gaudet mortua Flortbus: 
Herbisy; odoratis corona 


Vatis adhuc Cinerem calentem. 


TRANSLATED thus. 


I. 
H.. Traveller, beneath this Cot 
Lies Cowley buried, here he hes: 
Difcharged of Man’s painful Lot, 


And Life’s Supervacuitys. 
| Shining 
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I. 
Shining in comely Poverty, 
Ennobled by his active Eafe: 
Proud Riches deadly Enemy, 
Which the vain People fo much pleafe, 
Ill. 
That you may fay I'm dead alive, 
Lo, what a Spot of Ground I have! 
With it may Quiet be, and Thrive, 
For ‘tis no /arger than a Grave. 
IV- 
Strow Flowers here, ftrow fhort-liv'd Rofes, 
Dead Life is pleas when thus befet 5 
And crown with ever-fragrant Pofies 


The Poets Afhes, vigorous yet ! 


AN 
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An EPISTLE and Copy of VERSES 
oma Lapy’s fine embroiderd Apron; 
written by a Young CLERGYMAN whe 
admiv'd, and was injo'd to write Some- 
thing upon it. 


MADAM, 


T may feem very ftrange that I, who am a 

Clergyman, dare not appear in the Prefence 
ot a Young Lady without an Apron! Thave been 
making one up all this Morning, for Fear Ifhould 
be taken, as formerly, in an Undyefs. But, 1 
hope, that I {hall find a Pardon for all paft Delays, 
when I tell you, that I have had nothing but 
Aprons in my Head ever finceyou were pleated to 
lay your Commands upon me. I am now writ- 
ing an Hiftory of Aprons; and a Matter of this 
Importance ought not to be run over too haftily. 


1 hope I fhall deferve the Thanks of the Fair 
Sex for thefe my Labours; and, I doubt not, but 
all the Men of Learning in Europe will aflift me 
in a Matterof fo great Moment. You willjudge 
of my great Abilities to go thro’ with this great 
Work, by opening to you a few of the many 
DifcoveriesI have already made. 


I have 
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_ Jhave found, after long Search, and much Trou 
ble, by. confulting an Ancient Oriental Author, 
Rabbi Mofes, that the firft Apron grew upon a 
Tree. Itis about fix thoufand Years ago fince it 
was firft Invented in an Out-landifh Place, called 
Paradife! the only Colour that was then in Fa- 
fhion was Green: The Queen of the Country 
wore one of thefe, it was a Short one, and Scol- 
lop’d like a Fig-leaf. 

I have alfo found a Manufcript Copy of Verfes, 
relating to this Subje&: It has fome Circumftan- 
ces in it which make me conclude, that it is not 
altogether fo Ancient, as that I before defcrib’d: 
The Verfes mention one Amphion, who I 
have fome Reafon to believe was not then Born. 
And that Part of Them which mentions the Zz/- 
lies and Lyons, as Quarter’d in the Britifh Stan- 
dard, makes me guefs that they were wrote about 
the Time of Edward the Third, when the Bri- 
tains firft Quartered the Lifes and the Lyons. 
Befidcs, there are many Improprieties in the Verfes 
thenifelves, which make me willing to throw 
them as far back from our Age as poflible. 


The 
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The VERSES ate as follow, made up- 
-on the Apron of one FLORINDA, 2 
reigning Beauty, as I fuppofe, at that 
Time. 


| 
| 


I. 
HE liftning Trees Amphion drew 


To dance from Hills, where once they 
. (grews 


But You exprefs a Power more great, 


The Flowets you draw not, ---- but create! 


II. 
Behold your own Creation rife, 
And finile beneath your radiant Eyes! 
‘Tis beautcous all! and yet receives, 


From You, more Graces than it gives } 


But 
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Il. 


But fay, amid the fofter Charms 


Of blooming Flowers, what mean thefe Arms? 


So round the Fragrance of the Rofe 
The pointed Thorn, to guard it, grows. 
IV. 7 
But Cruel You, who thus employ 
Both Arms and Beauty to deftroy! 
So Venus marches to the War, 
Compleatly Arnvd, Divinely Fair. 
Me 
It isa dreadful pleafing Sight, 
Here Flowers allure! there Arms afftight! 
The Flowers in lively Beauty bloom, 


The Arms denounce an inftant Doom: 


Thus 
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VI. 
Thus, when the Britons in Array, 
Their Efigns to the Sun difplay, 
In the fame Flag are Lillies fhewn, | 
And angry Lyons fternly frown: 
On high the glitt’ring Standard flies, 


And Conquers all Things, like Your Eyes. 


Upon Sy itvias Picture. 
By Dr. KENRICK. 
Scornful Youth of Old, averfe to Love, 


Whom all theliving Beauties could not 
(move $ 


Charm’d with a lifelefs Figure, felt a Fire, 
Which melted his whole Soul into Defire. 

At every Glance He fomething new efpics, i, 
He looks and looks, and feafts his ravifh'd Eyes, 5 
And for a painted Fairhe burns, and dies, ) 
Clofe tohis Heart the Canvafs Nymph he prefs’d, 


Whilft thefe warm Raptures heav’d his amorous 
(Breaft. 
S 66 Ye 
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“ Ye Gods, he cry’d, what do I thus carefs? 


‘ Can adead Image fo much Force imprefs? 


Sure here entrane’d fome Aeavenly Beauty lies, 
Forgetful of her felf, and Native Skies: 

For Light Divine in every Feature glows, 

And e’en in this Difguife the Goddefs fhows. 
Frail Art, unable the new Formt expre{s, 

So dazling bright, defign’d the Luftre lefs, 

To fhade a Deity in human Drefs. 

At leaft, if ought terreftrial is difplayd, 

No Eye, but Fancy could the Pencil lead 


Which not what was, but what is wifl’d for, 
(made. 


The Painter had a Genius to create} 
And boldly fcorn’dto ftoop to imitate. 
Ye forming Powers, the high Attempt excule, 


Finifh the Work, and real Love infule. 


« Blefs 
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«: Blefs me (and pardon the Prefumptious Pray’r) 


« Or with the Same, or elfe with fuch a Fair, 


Your Piéture, Sy/via, every Breaft infpires, 


With fuch wild Tranfports, and fuch amorous 
(Fires 5 


At firft we fcruple Certainty of Senfe, 
Opprefs'd with the commanding Excellence. 
All on the charming Piece with Wonder gaze, 


And each for furch a real Sy/vuza prays. 


Bur fay, thou Dear, Divine Original, 
Could they fee Thee, would they not proftrate fall s 
How with Delight o’erwhelm’d, would they adore, 
Thofe Beauties which they but admir’d before? 
And blame the weak Effe& of finite Art, 
For falling thus below thy true Defert? 
All that Art’s Shades and Colours can exprefs, 


Tho’ ne'er fo fine, muft fill be Something lefs. 


Sy 2 Bur 


| 
i | 
| | 

4 
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But hold, fond Mufe, forbear; thy humble 
(Strain, 


Can ne’er the Weight of fach a Theme fuftain. 
A Genius flow, ani by Difufe decay’d, 

May foon be by its fecble Wings betray’d: 

Elfe mine fhould equal deathlefs Waller's Lays, 
And Sylvia's vye with Sachariffa’s Praite. 


The Great Man in Decay. 
By the Same 
HE Great, Good Man, whom Fortune 
(will difplace, 
May into Scarcene/s fall, but not Difgrace. 
His facred Perfon none will dare profane, 
He may be Poor, but never can be Mean. 
He holds his Value with the Wife and Good, 


And Proftrate feems as Great as when he ftood. 
7 So 
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So ruin’d Temples holy Awe dufpente, 
They lofe their Height, but keep their Reverence ; 
The pious Crowd the Piles tho’ falfn deplore, 


And what they fail to raife, they fil! adore. 


The Cure of LOVE, 


By the Same. 


1 


' ' 7 HEN, Cie, I contels my Pain, 
In gentle Words you Pity fhows 


But gentle Words are all in vain, 
Such Gales my Flame but higher blow, 
8 
Ah! Cloe, would you cure the Smart, 
¥our conqu’ring Eyes have keenly made ? 
Your felf, into my bleeding Heart, 


Your (elf, fair C/oe, mutt be laid . 
S 3 Thus 
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II. 


Thus for the Vipers Sting, we know, 
No furer Remedy is found, 
Than to apply the tort’ring Foe, 


And {queeze his Venom on the Wound. 


To my Lord C— who ask’d my 
Advice about Matrimony. 


> WAS ftill, my Lord, to human Race 
deny’d, 


At once to be in Chains, and fatisfy’d. 

If peevifh and perverfe fhould prove your Wife, 
Would Satan leave his Hell, to lead your Life? 
Or if a lafting Kindnefs you enjoy, 

The conftant Sweetning may be apt to cloy: 
The Wife's delicious Manna ‘palls at laft, 


And Eg ypts’s Onions you will long to tafte. 
Much 
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Much may be done by Grace; but yet you fee, £ 


The chofen Seed were for Variety: ( 
[doubt, my Lord, they were lefS frail than We. 
Tis my Advice then, when you pleafe to wed, 
Get cheerful Senfe, and Friendthip to your Bed : 
For when the Woman fails to charm your Life; 
Her Reafon will fubdue all rifing Strife, 


And make a conftant anda grateful Wife. 


PROLOGUE, 


Occafion’d by the Death of Mr. KEEN x 
and Spoken by Mr. BULLocK. 


Written by Mr. THEOBALD. 


S warring Hofts, by ftronger Pow’ts op- 
[ (preft, 
Or by the Hand of angry Heav’n diftrefs‘d, 
Look out, and count the Loffes they fuftain, 


And view their ebbing Strength with anxious Pain ; 


a4 Yet 
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Yet big in Soul, difdain their Caufe to yield, 

And with diminifh’d Numbers face the Field. 

So We, half-worfted, fight againft Defpair, 
Robb'd of poor Keene, a Brother of the War. 
Had He fill ftood, but Fate not fp decreed, 

We might in him fome Stock of Merit plead. 
Tho’ dead, you to his Memory may be kind, 
And chear the Orphans he has left behind. 

We are thofe Orphans, thrown upon your Care, 
While we deferve, let us your Favour fhare. 

It will be great your Bounty to divide, 

And give fome Part to our un-friended Side. 
Grac'd with your Smiles, our Pleafure fhall appear 
To merit ftill thofe Smiles, and fix you here. 

By Turnsthe Comic Mufe fhall entertain, 

And Tragick Sorrows give you pleafing Pain, 
Mufick fhall join its Force your Ears to charm, 
The Brave to kindle, and the Lover warm. 


Proud 
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Proud ofyour View, and Concious of your Powr, 
Each homely Scene fhall grow a {plendid Tow: 
Juft as of Old, unlefs the Poets feign, 

When Fove vouchiaf'd to grace a Ruftick Swain, 
The Cottage ftrait its Inmate's Worth confeft, 


Chang’d to a Structure worthy of its Gueft ; 


The Door fwell’d upwards to a Palace Gate, 


And cach low Chamber grew a Room of State. 


To Mr. Porr on his Tranflati- 
on of HoMER. 


-\O much, dear Pope, thy Englifo Uhad , 
— ? ~ (Charms, 
Where Pity meltsus, or where Paflion warms, 
That after-Ages fhall with Wonder feck, 


Who ‘twas tranflated omer into Greek. 
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An Ode to Matusgw Pion 
fg; when in Confinement. 


By an unknown Hand. 


Cur pendet tacita fiftula cum lyré, 


Parcentes ego dexteras 
Od: fparge rofas, audiat invidus 
Dementem firepitum Lycus, Hor. 


Ls 


OULD I, great Bard, O! could I fhare 
Thy Genius, as thy Grief, 
My healing Verfe fhould footh thy Care, 


And timely give Relief, 


But 
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Il. 


But vain are my Effays to fing, 
And impotent my Strains, 
The Cordials from your felf muft {pring, ~~ 


That can allay your Pains. 
Ill. 


On your firm Heart and honeft Breaft 

Bend your reflecting Eyes; 
~ For Socrates, by Fadtion prett, 
To confcious Virtue flies. 
IV. 

Nor could Philofophy divine 
Such folid Joys impart, 

‘As each foft Strain, each Magick Line, 
Of your diviner Art. 


Then 
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Va 


Then ftring again your flackned Lyre, 


5 
baal 


To peacful Anna's Praife ; 
Whom would not Innocence infpire, are 
And Anna's Glory raife? 4 ' 
V1. 


Tho’ Faction all its Rage oppofe, 3 } 
The pleafing Theme purfue: 
They only, who were Ana's Foes, 


Are Enemies to You. 


A Tranflation of an Epigram of 
MARTIAL 
Cinna valt vidert pauper, O éft. 
INNA cics out, I am not worth aGroar, , 


And is, Plague on him, what He wou'd be 
(thought 


To 
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To Cetra, on,ODE. 


By Sir JOHN SUCKLING: 


Y OUTH and Beauty now are thine, 
O let Pleafure, Celza, join; 


Be Divine. 


a 


Shun the Folly of Difdain, 
Pride affords a fhort-liv’d Reign, 
Full of Pain, 


All the Graces court the Kind, 


Beauty by a tender Mind 
Is refind. 


The 
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The SUBMISSION. 


Written for a Lady at her Requeft. 


ORN out with Sicknefs, and fubdu’d 
( with Pain, 


Each irkfome Hour I weep, but weep in vain: 
Shut from Delight, I languifh in Decay, 

And fee the Adtive World around me Gay. 
Then frefh Difquiets cach calm Thought deftroy 3 
So bloom’d I once, and could the World enjoy! 
Now evry unperforming Nerve I ftrain, 

With Weaknefs flackned, or fhrunk up with Pain. 
The Bed I f{eek, tir'd Nature to repair ; 


But Slumbers vifit not a Bed of Care. 


| 


From 
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From reftlefs Nights, for frefh Relief 1 rife, 
Sick of the Sun-fhine, and the gaudy Skies. 
To Me alike, the changing Seafons flow, 
Each Change but a Viciflitude of Woe. 
Great God of comfort! whofe all-powerful Hand 
Canin an Inftant break Affliction’s Band, 
At once the Weak and Deftitute can fave, 
And bow the Vigorous to a fudden Graves 
Thy Arrows wound me, but in Mercy fend 
~ One Mortal Shaft, this lingring State to end: 
Low inthe filent Chambers of the Earth 
I would be quiet, as before my Birth. 
With Anguith and Diftrefs my Heart is rent, 
with the Number of my Days were {pent: 
Freely I could refign this living Form, | 
And be Companion to the nau{cous Worn. 
With Dut compounded better far to lic, 


Than drag a tedious Life of Mifcry. 
Not 
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Not but thy Vifirations, Lord, are {ent 

To check our Sins, and warn us to repent: 

Oft when with Crimes thy Mercy we out-brave, 
Thou griev'ft the Flefh th’ Immortal Part to fave: 
O ftill let Sickiiefs all my Pow’rs controul, 
Make thou it but a Leflon to my Soul; 

Let it to Death weak Nature reconcile, 

And make me meet its Terrors with a Smile; 
When Thou fhalt call my fleeting Spirit away, 
And bid it leave this Tenement of Clay: 

For tho’, when preft with agonizing Pain, 

I with to die, and of miy State complain, 

Yet 1 fubmit to wait with patient Strife, 

"Till Thou fhalt give me my Difcharge from Life. 
Then, unincumbred with a bafe Alloy, 

Made capable of pure Seraphick Joy, 

O take me to the Manfions of the Bleft, 


Where Saints enjoy an eyerlafting Reft. 


Where 
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Where Angels, fed with thy Celeflial Rays, 


Thro’ the wide Heavens in.Choirs chant forth 
(thy Praife. 


There wrapt in endlefs BlifS, I fhall difdain 
This fhort Diftrefs, this tranficory Pain; 
Compar’d to Pleafures which eternal flow, 


What is this little Pilgrimage of Woe! 


i) 
| 


Ona Lady’s SICK NESS. 
By Mr. JOHNSON. 


ik 
S EIZE me, Ill Fortunc, lay me low 
Beneath her juft Difdain ; 
if every Moment of her Woe 


Increafes not my Pain. 


“ 


Mut 
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I. 


Muft Iftand idly by, and fee 
That lovely Frame decay, 

And not apply one Remedy, 
To fave the mould’ring Clay? 


Il. 


Mutt thofe two glorious Orbs of Light, 
Surpafling brighteft Day; 
Be fwallow’d in eternal Night, 


And leave no kindly Ray? 
IV. 
it Mutt thofe dear. Checks, that lovely Paw; 
That fmil’d me into Love, 
Sink down as hollow as Defpair, 


No more my Flames improve? 


Revive 
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V. 
Revive again, you Lips, awhile, 
Tilll repeat the Kuls ; 
That did my ravifh’d Soul beguile, 
And double every Blifs. 


VI 
Since, rigid Fate, ‘tis your Decree 
Dorinda fhall not ftay, 
~ Then take, for fo tis doom’d to be, 
My hated Life away: 
Vil. 
Grant only, that my drooping Head 
May on her Breaft recline, 


And that the ever charming Maid 


In Death at leaft be mince. 


2 Pe Re- 
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Reply to Mr. Rowz’s. Ballad, 
call’d CoLLin’s Complaint. 


E Winds to whom Col/m complains, 
In Ditties fo fad and fo {weet, 
Believe me,. the Shepherd but fains 
He’s wretched, to fhew he has Wit. 
No Charmer like Co//im can moye, 
And this is fome pretty new Arts 
‘Ah! Collin ’s a Jugler in Love, 


And likes to play Tricks with my Heart. 


When 
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I. | 
When he will, he can figh and look pale, 
Seem doleful and alter his Face, 
‘Can tremble and alter his Tale, 
Ah! Collin has every Pace: 
The Willow my Rover prefers 
To theBreaft, where he once beg’d to lie 
And the Stream, that he fwells with his Tears, 
Are Rivals belov’d more than I. 
d Ik. 
His Head my fond Bofom would bear, 
And my Heart would foon beat him to Refts 
Let the Swain that is flighted defpair, 
But Collin is only in jeft: 
No Death the Deceiver defigns, 
Let the Maid that is ruin’d defpair; 
oe Collin but dies in his Lines, | 
And gives himfelf that Modifh Air, 
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IV. 
Can Shepherds, bred far from the Court, 
So wittily talk of their Flame ? 
But Collin makes Paflion his Sport, 
Beware of fo fatal a Game: 
My Voice of no Mufick can boaft, 
Nor my Perfon of ought that is fine, 
But Col/m may find, to his Coft, 
A Face that 1s fairer than mine. 
Mi 
Ah! then I will break my lov'd Crook, 
To Thee Vl bequeath all my Sheep, 
And die in the much-favour'd Brook, 
Where Colla does now fit and weep: 
Then mourn the fad Fate that you gave; 
In Sonnets fo {mooth and Divine ; 
Perhaps, I may rife from my Grave, 
To hear fuch foft Mufick as thine. 


Ot 
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Vi. 
_ Of the Violet, Dafie, and Rofe, 
The Hearts-Eafe, the Lilly, and Pink, 
Did thy Fingers a Gatland compofe, 
And crown’d by the Rivulets Brink 5 
How oft, my deat Swain, did I fwear, 
How much my fond Love did admire 
Thy Vertes, thy Shape, and thy Air, 
Tho’ deck’d in thy rural Attire? 
VU. 
Your Sheep-hook you rul'd with fuch Art, 
That all your fimall Subjects obey’ds 
And ftill you reign’d King of this Heart, 
Whofe Paflion you falfly upbraid 5 
How often, my Swain, have I faid, 
Thy Arms are a Palace to me, 
And how well I could live in a Shade, 
Tho’ adorned with nothing but thee. 
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Vill. 

Oh! what are the Sparks of the Town, 
Tho’ never fo fine and fo gay? | 
I freely would leave Beds of Down, 

For thy Breaft ona Bed of new Hay : 
Then, Colm, return once again, 
Again make me happy in Love, 
Let me find thee a faithful true Swain, 


And as conftant a Nymph I will prove. 


To. Mr. H------t, occafion’d by 
his Verifes to Lady Catherine 
Alyde. 


™, EAR 5---,by Wits extol’d,by Wits cry’d 
(down, 


Each Way become the Proverb of the Town! 
To Kitty's Favour with Succefs afpire, 
The Second Pla gis Merit you acquire, 


But He, who wrote the fes, muft be mt 
VERS 
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Sent to Mrs. 7. B. with his 
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By an AUTHOR. 


4H1S. Book, which, like its Author, You 
By the bare Outfide only knew, 
(Whatever was in either Good, 
: Not look’d in, or, not underftood ) 
Comes, as the Writer did too long, 
To be about you, right or wrong 3 
NegleGted on your Chair to lic, 


Nor raife a Thought, nor draw an Eyes 
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In peevith Fits to have you fay, 

See there! youre always in my Way! 
Or, if your Slaye you think to blefs, 
I like this Colour, I profefs ! 

That Red is charming all will hold, 


E ever lov'd it ----next to Gold. 


Can Book, or Man, more Praife obtain: 


What more could G---ge or S----Ze gain? 


Sillier than G--dd--u cou'dit thou be, 
Nay, did all ¥--c--6 breath in thee, 
She keeps thee, Book ! Til lay my Head, 
What? throw away a Fool in Red: 
No, truft the Sex’s facred Rule ; 


The gaudy Drefs will fave the Fool. 
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Tothe Duke of Argyle. 


Bere T-GeR ASM: 


RG PT E, his Praife when Southerne 
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. Firft ftruck out t 


his, and then that Thought, 


3 


this was Flatt’ry, That a Fault 


Said, 


How fhadl the Bard contrive ? 


My Lord, confider what you do, 


He'll lofe his Pains and Verfes too, 


For if thefe Praifes fit not You, 


They'll ferve no Man alive. 


To 
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To Mr. Pore on his [ran- 


flation of HoMER. 


Elichtful Favrite of the tuneful Nine, 


Around whofe Head unrival’d Glories 
(fhine ; 


Your Heavenly Strains in every Bofom raife 
Ambitious Ardours to advance your Praife. 
Ev'n I, unskill’d to touch the Vocal Lyre, 
To Numbers rife, enliven’d by your Fire. 

h I> TRV" eae & +74 | 7 “ - Wi oa 

bove my felf I mount with ventrous Yy ing, 
Of You and Homer 1 attempt to fing : 
Attempt, to’ far beneath fuch Worth! foar, 


At Diftanee keep, and only not Adore. 


Too 
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Too long this Leader in th’ Adoman flight 

To Such alone difclos’d his facred Light, 
Whofe Eyes Minerva had endued with Sight. 
In Native Habit veil’d; obferv’d by few, 
The Deathlefs Name was all the Vulgar knew: 
His Works impregnable as Ldum ftood, 
With ten Years Labour fcarce to be fubdu'ds 
By thy Tranflation now familiar grown, 

. Triumphant Albion views him all her own; 
All her bold Sons now {cale the Trojan Wall, 


And each fair Daughter pities Heétor’s Fall. 


Hence be for ever in Oblivion loft 
That long Debate, on what diftinguifl’d Coatt 
Phebus firlt faw his darling Homer {mile, 


Since we falute him Born in Britain's We. 


Here 
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Herc his beft Life begins, and in our Clime, 


More than in Greece, defies the Rage of Time. 


Thrice happy Act! could thus refine the Oar, 
And with new Luftre all the Weight reftore! 
His Genuine Beauties ftill adorn your Lines, 
Still the great Soul inimitably fhines. 

Like his own Hero, the celeftial Bard, 
Aimoft Immortal thro’ the whole appear’d : 
Yet, in fome tender, fome unguarded Part, 
Cou’d feel the Force of an inyenom’d Dart; 
Had Thetis Hers, as You your Care employ, 


The Stygian Wave had. coyer'd all the God-hke 
(Boy. 


The 
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Infcrib’dtoJ. JAMES HEIDEGGER,E/q; 


HERE was a Reign, as Stories {ay, 


When Britain revel’ Night and Day ; 


War, Famine, Plague, whatever chanced, 
Folks laugh’d and fung, and play’d and danc’d. 
Virgins to Midnight Mafques. would go, 

And not a Mother durft fay, Nos. 

She pafs’d for unpolite and rude, 


And Mis would cry, Mamma’s a Prude. 
To 


. 
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To fuch a Show, (which we fhall call; 
For Chaftity of Phrafe, a Ball ) 
Went One, who (all Things duly weigh’d) 
The Sequel proves muft be a Maid: 


Demure, as if fhe pac’d to Pray’rs, 
Tim’rous fhe trod the flip’ry Stairs, 
Then peep’d, before fhe ventur'd in, 
‘And enter’d laft for fear of Sin. : 
Faft by the Door fhe fat her down, 
About her Knees fhe wrapt her Gown, 
‘And knit both Hands exa& upon her 


What, in Hetoicks, we call Honour. 


Comes afmart Youth, who meant to dodge her, 


And, I know you --- Who? Cozen Roger ? 


The 
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The very fame: Lord, how you fit! 
Not {peak a Word! not move a bit! 


What makes you ftand fo like a Poft}--- 
For fear my Elonour fhould be loft. 


O Child, [ll help thee at this Pinch, 
Here's Work, indeed, about an Inch! 
But that fame Honour fhan’t be gone, 


Tl ftitch it up, ----- fo faid, fo done. 


From the dark Room content comes She, 
And feels fo pure, and grows fo free, ---- 
She looks the Vizards in the Face, 
And ventures to take half a Glafs, 
After one Turn, fhe cries, I doubt, 
Roger, my Honour ts broke out : 
A Stitch or fo, I fancy, fel--- 
So back they went; he ftitch’d, “twas well. 


U How; 
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How, if well-taught, a Maid advances! 
Next Turn, fhe takes her Man, and dances; 
Of Danger now fo little Notion, 

That all the World admires her Motion. 
The Dance fcarce over, in her Brain 


The Sence of Honour comes again. 


Roger, howe’er his Work grew dull, 


Beftow’d another Belly-full. 


At the next Sally, ten tumes bolder, 
She claps a Lawyer on the Shoulder 5 
She {queaks, and calls, and romps, and rigs, 
And lifts up Coats, and pulls off Wiggs; 
Here's fuch a pulling and a hawling, 
© 
¥ 


I fear another Stitch is falling. 


Le 


Another 
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Another Stitch! (quoth her Provider,) 
The more I ftitch, the Rent’s the wider. 
Then, not to give you too much Trouble, 
What, Cozen, if you ftitch'd me double ? 
Madam, “fore Gad, (poor Roger faid) 

I would --- but, ‘faith, I have no Thread. 
Eley-day ! no Thread? alot fhe calls, 
Why, what's become of thofe two Balls} 


To ORINDA commanding 


me to die for her. 


“ OME thro’ much Courage lofe theirBreath, 


And others die for fear of Death; 

Some for their Prince, fome for their Whore, . 
By Sicknefs many, Phyfick more; 

Some have for Faith, fome Atherfm dy’d, 


A CLF BPs & OE eee arts) hat cle oP t. 
And for Religion, and for Pride ; 
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And fome in Duels bravely die, 


Yet never know the Reafon why. 


Nor Stone, nor Radcliffe, Gout, nor Gibbons, 
But fome well-fancy’d Knot of Ribbons, 
Some genteel Girdle, or Silk Garter, 

Muft make your little Man a Martyr. 

Ah, fair Orinda ! tell me, why 

My harmilefs Youth is doom’d to die? 

Is it for fome fuch weighty thing, 

As that I rarely Dance or Sing? 

Is it, that you've no ftrange Averfion 

To this odd Air, or aukward Perfon? 

My Bow, my Gait, my Wigg, my Cloathing? 


Or is it----that I’m good for Nothing ? 


Now by thofe Eyes which I adore, 
At this rate B.---/7, G-—--d, M---re, 
And 
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And many a Wit, and many a Beau, 


Muft all have dy’d fome Years ago, 


’T would grieve my Ghoft, my dear Orda, | 
Shou’d I cut Capers from a Window; 
When you, perhaps, would have me choak 
Beneath fome fpreading Beech or Oak ; 
Where I might grace the bending Trees, 
And waver to the Weftern Breeze. 
Then, ‘till your Orders I receive, 


I'll take the Confidence to /ve, 


Tyrants (we read) did not deny 
The Doonrd to chufe their Way to die: 
Grant me that Grace, and you fhall fay, 


1 chofe to die the pretticit Vay. 


And 
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And fince not Death affli&s my Mind, 
But only to leaye You behind ; 

Do you but die a little too, 

And fee how faft [ll die for you, 

Loye's Practical Philofophy 


Beft teaches Ladies how to die. 


EKPIGRAM 


On certain Line of Mr. Br---- 
uthor of a Copy of Verfes, 


cal’d the Bririsu Beaur ree. 


7 HEN One good Lime did much my 
(Wonder railé 


And had, but that the modeft Author cries, 
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Praife und ferv'd is Satire in Di euife. 
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An Epiftle to Dr. H aRRIsON, 
on his being elected Hz/tory 


Profelfr 
By JAMES Moore, Efg; 


Hil'ft-letter’d Synods {mile upon their 
Ai (Choice, 


And Albion's Shouts bid * Cambden's Shade rejoyces 


Tis thine to tell, fron, Nature’s Infant State, 
The Falls of Empires, and the Births of Fate. 
To fhew each Deed, thar, hid from hu man Eyes 
Plung‘d in the vaft Abyfs of Ages lyes ; 
Forgotten Patriots call to {econd Breath, 


Triumph o’cr Time, and mock the Boafts of 
(Death. 


Bid 


* The Founder, 
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Bid « Zgypt's Kings from dufty Records rife, 
And fet her Ptolomies before her Eyes. 
Again on Earth let proud Sefoffris tread, 
Whofe wide Domain the Eaftern World o'erfpread» 
Shew the proud Tombs which Royal Afhes keep, 
And unregarded tell where Monarchs fleep. 
By Turns paint Devaftation, or Encreafe, 
The Din of Battles, or the Calms of Peace; 
In fofter Numbers, and a {moother Strain, 
The fecond Cezfars, or Great Charles’s Reign: 
When Wit with Peace in blended Luftre fhone, 


And Lawrel wreath’d the Poct’s Head alone. 


Not fo, impctuous Sweden's Herode cries 
a fg k b 


(Whilft the zed Lightning flafhes from his Eyes.) 
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Tears off the milder Olive front his Brow, 


Sports with grim Death, and pours upon the Foe. 


f ay he 
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The Haughty Czar with ftern Reluctance yields, 
And midé his Triumphs fears in Narva’s Fields. 


In loftier Sounds to liftning Crowds proclaim 
Ungrateful. Brutus, and the Fulian Name. | ; 
Fulius, who fell by too {evere a Fate, 

Yet fhone Triumphant thro’ his Country's Hate, 
Here combat Faction, Anarchy, and Rage, 
And point his Virtues to a wondring Age. 

Call forth his genuineWorth from Envy’s Stains, 
Then paint him dreadful on Pharfalia’s Plains. 
See his great Acts his fainting Troops infpire, 
Make Virtue conquer, and all Rome retire, 
Impetuous break the Battle's dread Array, 

And {atch the World’s great Empire in a Day. 
Tho’ Vice and Faction all their Force effay’d, 


He won in Minutes, what in Years decay'd. 


Forgive 
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Forgive the Mufe, that boldly launches forth 
To fearch dark Annals for negle&ed Worth; 
Thro’ the vaft Backward wings her {pacious Flight: 
And fings of Worthics wrapt in Shades of Night, 
Yet from thy Name would filently retire, 

Shut clofeher Wings, and trembling drop the Lyre. 
Since Heaven has bleft you with Apollo’s Art, 
To wake the fecret Paffions of the Heart : 
Supreme in Genius, as in Art, to fit, 

And brighten dark Philofophy with Wit: 
Fluttring to rife, but impotent to foar, 


She views thy Worth, and only can adore. 


Thus Agamemnon’s Face a Veil oerfpread, 
Whilft to the Shrine his Iphigene he led: 
Too well the Monarch’s Grief Apelles knew, 


And, what he could not paint, he Kept ftom View. 


The 
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The MELANCHOLY, 
A Song. 


By Dr. KENRICK. 


I 
| 
| 
i 


is 


I Spend my fad Life in Sighing and Cries, 


® And in dark filent Shades mourn the Frown 
7 (of her Eyes; 


=~ 


Rude Satyrs and Fawns a Sympathy fhow, 


And Wolves howl in Confort to the Voice of 
(my Woe 


Evn Mountainsand Groves are kinder than She, 


Groans rebound from each Rock, Tears drop 
(from cach Tree, 


find all things but Sy/via can pity poor Me. 


Comic, 
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Come, Sy/vza, come, learn of the Shadesto be 
(kind, 

When Ifigh, the fond Trees feem to bend with 
7 | | (the Wind. 


As Drops often fall, hardeft Stones will relens, 
Ah! learn, cruel Maid, when I weep, to repent. 
The Ivy will ne’er from Embraces remove, 

The Mixtures of Waters their Marriages prove; 


Learnof Treestounite, learnof Rivers to Love. 


A Tranflation from the feventh 
Ope of the firft Book of 
HORACHS 


By the Same. 
i 
. | THEN Teucer from his Father fed, 
| And left the Shore of Salamine, 
A Poplar Garland crown’d his Head, 
| Glowing with Warmth of gen’rous Wine. 


Cheer ! 
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Il. 
Cheer! tohis drooping Friends, he faid, 
Tho’ Fate our Native Soil debar 5 
Be all its harfh Decrees obey’d, 


And we fabmit, but not defpair. 
Il. 


Where’er it leads, we bravely go, 
Chance will a better Parent be ; 
Roll then, ye Waves; ye Tempelts, blow 5 


_A better Country is the Sea. 
ly. 


Cheer up! my Mates, tis ] command; 
Worfe Ills with Teucer have you known 5 
The Gods will give another Land, 


A Salamine, to laf our own. 


Behold 
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V. 
Behold this Bow], difpell your Fears, 
Let genial Pleafures flow to Day; 
In this full Bowl drown al! your Cares, 


To Morrow we can Anchor weigh. 


In Anfwer to One, who ask’d 
what Women are before and 
after Marriage. 


3) AIR, asthe {pritely Rays ofnew- born Light, 


Firft feen, and glit’ring from the Wombof 
Night, 


Fair as the Fruit, which did the Sex deccive ; 
And wifer than the Snake that tempted Eve; 
Sweet, asthe Oil, which Veftal Lamps fupplies, 
And pure as Flames, which from their Alears rife ; 


Beauteous 
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Beauteous, as Flow’rs, whichEden’s Garden crowned, 
E’er Weeds of Sin had choak’d the holy Grounds 
Chafte as the Eyesof Babes, not open’d quite, 

T’ admit the bold Addrefles of the Light 
Soft as the genial Heat which Life began, 
And gently kindled Mortar into Mans 

Soft as the early Down of Angels Wings, 


Good, as an Angel, when he Succoutr brings. 


Such Angels are they all, before they wed, 
But how bedevil’d by the Nuptial Bed ! 
One turning Year difplays an alter’d Scene, 
And each.ccurfe Dowdy feems toHera Queen: 
His Lady’s Charms no more the Husband owns, 
Each at th’ Approaches of: the other frowns. 
Tho’ hee white Skin be foft, gs ‘twas before, 


Yet now a healthful Roughnefs pleales more. 


Tho 
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Tho’ chaft as Lucrece She continue ftill, 

Her ways in Company become her ill. 

To That brisk Youth fhe fpeaks too kind,on This 
She looks too long; or gives too fond a Kifs. 
Tho’ fweet as May,fhe muft not now come near, 
Your Breath, alas! he cries, istouch’d, my Dear! 
And one Embrace mutt ferveher half a Year. 
This makes the Sex a Thoufand Tricks invent, 
Without the Noofe to gain a foft Content: 
Which if unwife and falfe fome Cynicks call, 


Damn‘d\perjur'd Man is guilty of them all. 
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PROLOG 


To Casar Borcta. 


[I 


By Mr. DRYDEN. 


\H’ unhappy Man, who once has trail’d a 
(Pen, 


- Lives notto pleafe himfelf, but other Men ; 
Is always drudging, waftes his Life and Blood, 
Yet only eats and drinks what you think Good: 
What Praife foc’re the Poctry deferve, 
Yet every Fool can bid. the Poet ftarye. 
The fumbling Lecher to Revenge is bent, 
Becanfe he thinks himfelf or W hore, is meant: 
Name but a*@uckold, andthe City fvarms, 


From Leaden-Hall to Ludeate is in Arms. 


* 
X f mee 
x Were 


306 ORIGINAL’ 


Were there no fear of Anti-Chrif~ or France; 

In the beft Times poor Pocts live by Chance. 
Either you come not, here, or, as you. grace 
Some old Acquaintance, drop into the Place, 
Carclefs and qualmifh, with a yawning Face, 
You fleep o'er Wit, and, by my froth, you, may, 
Moft of your Talents lic another way, 

You love to hear of fome prodigious Tale, 

The Bell that toll’d alone, or th’ Jrifa. Whale. 
News is yout Food, and you enough proyide, 
Both for yout felves, and all the Weerld bedide. 
One Theatre there is, of vat Refort, 

Which whilom of Requefts was call’d the Court, 
But now the great Exchange of News ‘tis hight, 
And full of Hum and Buz, from Noon ‘till Night 
Up Stairs and down you run, as for a Race, 


And each Man wears three Nations in his Face, 


So 
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So big you look, tho’ Claret you retrench, 
That, arm’d with Bottled Ale, youhuff the French, 
But all your Entertainment fill is fed 

By Villains, in our own ‘dull Iffand bred. 

Would you retin to us, we dare engage 

To fhow you better Rogues upon the Stage: 
You know no Poifon but plain Rats-bane here, 
Death’s more refin’d, and better bred, elfewhere. 
They have a civil way in Italy 

By fmelling a Perfume to make you dic, 

A Trick would make you lay your Snuff-box by. 
Murder’s a Trade---- fo known and practis‘d there, 
That “tis infallible, as isthe Chair-- 

But mark their Feafts, you fhall behold fuch Pranks, 


The Pope fays Grace, but ’tis the Devel gives 
(Thanks. 
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EPILOGUE 
To MITHRIDATES. 


By the Same. 


-OUVE fecn a Pair of faithful Lovers die, y 


And muchyou care ; for moft of you 
(will cry, 


Twas a juft Judgment on their Conftancy. 
For, Heav’n be thank’d! we live in fuch an Age, 
When no Man dics for Love, but on the Stage; 
And e’en thofe Martyrs are but rare in Plays : 

A curfed Sign how much true Faith decays! 
Love isno mote a violent Defire, 

But a meer Metaphor, a painted Fire. 


In 
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In all our Sex, the Name examin’d well, 


2) 


‘Tis Pride to gain, and Vanity to tell: 
In Woman, ‘tis of fubtle Intereft made ; 
Curfe on the Punk that made it firft a Trade! 


She firft did ‘Wit’s Prerogative remove, 


SRE 


And made a Fool prefume to prate of Love. 
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Let Honour and Preferment go for Gold, 

But glorious Beauty is not to be fold ; 

Or if it be, ‘tis at a Rate fo high, 

That nothing but adoring it fhould buy. 

Yet the rich Cullies may their boafting fpare, 
They purchafe but fophifticated Ware. | 

Tis Prodigality that buys Deccit, | 

Where both the Giver and the Taker cheat. 
Men but refine on the old Half-Crown Way, 
And Women fight, like Swzzzers, for their Pay, 
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Advice to DORINDZA. 


% ORINDA, now a mighty Queen you 
(reign, 


Your Throne is in the Heart of every Swain; 
With fri& Obfervance they each Motion eye,.. 
¥ 

You {mile, they live; but if you frown, they die. 
? J ; 

The tim’rous Creatures, fearful to eonplain, 

Only to lifclefs Things relate their Pain. 

They bid the Winds go whifper in your’Ear, 


How much they love, and yet how much they 
(fear! 


= 


If One more bold, his Paflion dares declare, 


Yet with what Dread docs he approach the Fair, 


Left any Word tooharfh offend her Ear 3 


{ 
E 
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If Such a Favour ne’er fo {mall obtain, 
‘Twill well reward an hundred Years of Pains 
Over their Hearts you bear a perfect Sway, 


When you command, they're proud they may 
| (obey. 


But, my ‘Dorinda, in that very Hour, 


When once you give your Hand, you lofe your 
Powr, 


Not, but you’ye Charms, that could an Hermit 
(move, 


But, what's his own, an Husband cannot love; 
He cannot, like Nareiffus, grieve and moan, 


And die for,what he knows to be his Own, 


The Eye, where once he us’d to read his Fate, | 


Muft now upon his every Motion wait 5 
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The Tongue, which us’d fach tender things to fay, 
Willtell you now,you're bound, you muft obey, 


Tis juft, that every Dog fhould have his Day. 


A SONG 


By W. Watsu Ef, 


1O’ Cela’s born to be ador'’d, 


And Strephon to adore her born, 
In Vain her Pity is implor'd, 
Who kills him twice, with Charms and Scorn. 


Il, 


pane 


Fair Saint, to your bleft Orb repair, 
To learn in Heav’n a heavenly Mind; 
Thence hearken to a Sinner’s Pray’r, 


And be lefs beautcous, or more kind. 
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BONN ING ING INGE 
QeBeLene 


ASONG 


By Dr. KENRICK. 
Set to Mufick by Mr. H. PurceE rr. 


1. 


N ESTOR, who did to thrice Man’s Age 


, (attain, 
This Truth by vaft Experience found, 
That bufy Statefmen but project in Vain, 
When Bumpers pafs not briskly round. 
id been 
This Maxim then he to his Mafter gave, 
When he in Council fhould debate, 
Not, Trojan like, to fit morofe and grave, 
But drink, and {0 fupport the State, 
The 


By ‘the Same. 


S Cheap as Neck Beef, ifyou’d have : 
(a fine PAiliis, 


As found as a Bell, as true as tough Steclis, 


From the Town, and the Court, you muft ftoop 
(to the Vallies, 


See! here’s my Lord's Pad,that his Stable fo graces, 
She goes well, fhe trots well, fhe has all her Paces, 
And yet the brisk]ade was boughtout of theTraces, 


Search the Country around, and.out of its Boun- 
(ties 


Youll foon find a Tit, that well fhap’d and found 
(is, 


And but drefs her, and trim her, She’s as‘@ood ‘as 
(2 Countefs. 


The 
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The SIEGE. 


From a Chorus of Aiscu yius, 


Tranflated by Mr. THEOBALD. 


CHORUS. 
I, 
F AIN would I reft, but ftill prevailing Fear 


Alarms my toca Breaft; around: my 
Heart 


A thoufand Cares in tim’rous Council fit, 
And, ever and anon, I ftart; | 
And Apprehenfion brings the Danger near, | 


And then our ruind Walls the Foe admit! 
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So the, poor flutt’ring tender, Dove, 
In the kind tumult.of her helplefs. Love, 
Hangs hov'ring o'er her unfledg'd Young, 


And dreads the Dragon’s Hifs, and pois‘nous 
(Tongue. 


Withtheig whole Strength they march; and, lo! 
(difplay 


Themfelves againft our Tow’rs, in deep Array! 
Show'rs of big Stones from every Quarter fly; 
And rugged Deaths come hifling thro’ the Sky! 
What mutt We do? Ye faving Pow'ts, 
With all your ftrong Artillery of Aid 
Defend us from this curft Blocade, 
And guard our Theban Men and Theban Towr’s. 
II. 
What Land muft We for This more fertile Soil 
Take in Exchange, when to the Foe 
We leave its lov'd Abodes in Spoil, 


And from the Streams of Daerce go? 
Dirce ! 
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Dirce! whofe wholfome Flood is better far 
Than all the Waters Neptune eer. 
Or River-Nymphs, in kindnefs gave, 
To blefs a Land with their inriching Wave. 
But, Oh! ye Guardian Gods, confound. 
The Force, that does our Walls furround. 
Send on “em dire Difcomfit and Difmay, 
While in Defpair they caft their Shields away. 
Yours be the Glory, while you ftand 
The Champions of our Walls and Land ; 
While to our piercing Sighs your Ears you bend, 
And Succours to our Supplications lend! 
IIT. 
How dreadfull will the Scene of Slav'ry be! 
How horrid; to behold this Ancient Town 
The Prey of War, fall’n°from its old Renown ; 
Wrapt in Difhonour, and in Ruin loft; 
While, by th’ unkind permitting Gods Decree, 


A Grecian triumphs o’er our vanquifh’d Hoft! 
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Our Matrons, and our Virgins Captives made, 
With Hair disfhevell’d; and with Garments torne 
Like bridled Steeds, by Force in Shackles led, 
The Lordly ViGor’s Triumphs to adorn! 

The City rings with Groans and Cries 

Of every Age, and all Degrees, 
Of wretched Slaves one large extenfive Train ; 
Oh! Thebes, 1 tremble for thy future Pain. 

IV. 

But oh! what Tongue can {peak the Grief 
To fee bright Maidens in the curft Parade, 

Whofe lovely Youth, and perfect Charms, 
Ripen’d to blefsthe longing Bridegroom’s Aims, 
To foul Difhonours now betray’d ! 

Now doom’d to Rape without Relief! 

Ye Gods! ’Tis better far to die, 


Than liye the Heirs to fuch Calamity. 
For 
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For Cities. ta’en. a thoufand Ills muft bears. 
Sword,. Fite, and Thraldomey'ty where. - 
“Clouds of hot Smoke each Street prophane, 
While the bloody God of Arms 


Stirsup Rage and rude Alarms; 


And Impious Ads the Front of Virtue ftain. 


Vv. 


Groans of departing Souls poffes the Air; 
Thebes is inyolv'd in Death’s capacious Snare. 
Here the able Soldier falls, 
Pierc’d by the Spear of his Superior Foe ; 
There inhiimane. Rivlets flow 
With Blood of Infants dafh’d againft the Walls. 
Some truft to nimble Flight, and with ’em bear 


What firft they think to fave inhafty Fear; 


Each 
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Fach meets his Neighbour, fweating with the 
(Weight 
Of the poor Remnants of his loft Eftate } 
Others in empty Flight their Safety fhare, 
Each comforted with Partners of Defpair ; 
Yet Neither wifhing:th’ other's Fate 
Or worfe, or on the Level with their own Efiate. 
But what Defcriptioncan exprefs 
A Scene of Miferies like Thefe! 
VI. 
The fertile Earth’s whole Produ€ts trampled down, 
To make Corruption rich, torment the aking Sight 
To fee the blended Ruin! Maids undone,’ 
With Afpects full of Horror, wake Affright : 
While their chaft Retreats they quit, | 
With Hearts of Sorrow aixd unwilling Feet ; 
In confus'd Havock all to. Ruine goes, 


And down the Stream of wild DefruQion flows. 


Virgins, 
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Virgins, as yet unvifited with Care, a 
Now feel the Pangs of {trong De{pair: 
By, Life’s prime Blefling, Youth to Shame betray’d, 
In Tears they mount the hated ViGtor’s Bed. 
But fome appointed End of Woe muft come, 


And bury thefe Affli@ions in its fricndlyWomb. 


Mn Invocation 10 WALLER, 
Sent to the Author’s Miftrefs, in her Boo x. 


By Mr. JOHNSON. 


| “ALLER, whofe happy Genius could 
(improve 


The various Arts of Praife, and Pow’r of Love, 
Who tender Thoughts could in foft Verfe declare, 


Soft, as the Words of parting Lovers are ; 


Y Eafie, 
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Eafic, ‘yet ftrongyas the delightful Chain 

By which Cari nda does my Soulsdetain 5 

Be kind, Thou matchlefS Poet! and infpire, 
Still as fhe reads, her Breaft with equal Fire: 
Warm het to Love, to Pity her incline, 

And fit the Motions of her Soul to mine 

Shew her,how Scorn her Beauty will deface, 
Weaken her Charms, and blemiffreviry Grace: 
Shew her how bright kind ymoret is, how fair; 
So much her Mind does influence her Air. 
Then tell her how I love,.and tell herSo5 
That She may feel the Pains I undere gO; 
Feeling, may pity; pittying, may. reftore 5 
And call her Good::efs in again her Row 
Could,, mighty Poct,..thy fic ccefsfuh Art, 
Could it prevailo’er, her obdurate Heait, 

And work. Confent, Td firait thy, .Glory raifes 
And 4 Workin pay, where now Lonly-praile. 


This 
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This were a Conqueft worthy more Renown, 


Than had you haughty Sachariffa.won. 


Hear, kind Clarinda, what I bid him do, 


But rather let me owe Your Love to You. 


ae sae 


Forgive me that I Him my Agent made, 


And, for believing You unkind, upbraid, 


EPIGRA MMA in Joriam. 


ES nive candentt petit modo Julia, rebar 


I gne carere nivem : Nix tamenienis erat. 


Quid nive frigidius? Noftrumtamenurere pettus 


z 


Nix es manibus, Jalia, miffa tuis. 
Quis locus tft ayy 's dabitur mibi tutus amoris, 


Frigore concreta fi latet tenis aqua ? | 


Julia, fola totes uoflras extimgnere flammas, ' 
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Non nive, non Glacie, fed potes 1gne part. 
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Tranflated into ENGLISH. 
By. Mr. B=-=~ 


ULIA once ftruck me witha Ball of Snow, 
I thought Snow was not Fire; but feltit glow. 
Than Snow, what colder is? Yet ‘twas a Brand, 


Which burn’d my Breaft, when thtown front 
(Fulta’s Hand. 


WhatPlace is fafe from treacherous Love's Surprize, 
If Force of Fire in congeal’d Water lies? 
Yulia alone can make my Flames expire, 


Not with her Snow, or Ice, but equal Fire. 


The 
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‘The FisHERMEN; 
A ‘Tale. 
Imitated from the 21 ft. Idyllum 


of THrocritus; 
And infcrib’d to BARNHAM Goong, Efq5 
By Mr. THEOBALD. 
HOULD we, Dear Sir, the Caufes fcan, 
S Why Toilisborn, whence Arts began, 
What Motive ’tis, that both excites, 
And helps to lay, our Appetites, 
That fharpens Induftry and Senfe, 
Tis Poverty, and Want of Pence. 


To This we owe the dear Supplies 


Of all our Eafe, and Luxuries; For 


Soe > 
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For while the Rich, (a happy Few!) 
Can fit up late, and rife fo too, 

The Subject of to Morrow’s Bread 

So fills the careful Labourer’s Head, 
He fleeps not half the Time he might, 


Leaft he fhould make too long a Night. 


Two good old Drudges, Dutch by Nation, 
And fifbermen by Occupation, 


Oft as their ae Work was o’er, 


Beneath a littie Hovel-Honfe 

Made of Sea-Mud, and twifted Boughs 
Ooze and dry Weeds they nightly f{pread 
To ferve the Turn of Feather-bed. 

And Each, his wearied Head to raifé, 
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O’er This, the padded Cap and Jerkin 5 


The Sunday Geer, not Thofe they work in! 


Around their, Walls, which, were not high, 
Were hung the dripping Nets to dry. 
Here Heapsiof Rods, there Lines of Hair, 
And evry Kind of Noofe and Snare 
Lay fcatter’d; and hard by the Flood, 
Their Boat, a good old Servant, ftood 
On Rollers rais'd above the Mud. 
Thefe, and their other Tools of Trade 
Were afl the Furniture they had; 
They thought what ferv'd for Ufe, enough; 
And All, befides, fuperfluous Stuff. 
Thus in lone Cott, on homely Diet, 
They live content.with Toil and Quict; 
Nor to the bufie Town repair, 
Unlefs to Market with their Ware: 


XY 4# Without 
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Without the leat Defireto-know 


How Stocks, or Reputations, 30." 


Suppofe the good Old ‘Souls addreft; 
Upon the wave.beat Shore, to Reft; 
The Mooh, like Watch-man, ftoln away, 
Before one doubtful Glimpfe of Day: 
When Peter; who a Coil had kept, 
And tof, and tumbled, as he flept, 
Starts from his Doze with much Surprize, 
And open rubs his flimy Eyes: 
And, longing now his Mind t’unbend, 


He roufes up, and wakes his Friend. 


Lord! Thomas, how thefe Men of Learni ing, 
Cries He, are out in their Difcerning! 
Pray, what good Reafons have they for't, 


To fay the Summer Nights are fhort? 


Mt 
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Tve dreamt a hundred Dreams to Night;.... 


A Hundred! -- more ---.yet’tis not Light... 


Peter, faystother, Thourt a Fool; 
Nor know’ft, the Seafons change by Rule; 


And Nights are fhorter much, that’s certain, 


se aaa aT oo mcr eae 


At Midfummer than at St. Marti. 
But thou’ Cunundrums in thy Head, 
That make thee weary of thy Bed. 
Pri'thee, let’s hear what ’tis, d’ee fee, 


Has made thee wake thy felf and me. 


Gladly, cries Peter, ’tis my With 
To fhare our Dreams as well as Fijh; 
Methought, I fate by yonder Tree, 
And threw my Line into the Sea; 

{carce could dip it in, but ftrait 


A Whopperjumpt, and gore’d my Bait: 
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Art there, quo’ 1?.So0 gave a Jirk, 

And fancied I had done the Work: 
But, longer not in Doubt to leave yOu. 
I found the Fifh I'd caught fo heavy, 
That I was fore’d with gentle Hand 
To draw him onward to the Land: 

So down I ftoop’d, and taking hold 
The * Beaf#was all of folid Gold. 
Lord! What aT wittél I was in 
Betwixt my Joy and Fear of Sin: 

For, faid I to my felf} IT with 

This be not Neptune's Fav'rite Fith ; 

Or elfe, thought IJ again, ’tis Odds 

But this may come from higher Gods, 
A Blefling of indulgent Fate 

To raife me up to Something Great. 

In fhort, I took that Hint; and fwore 


Never to follow Fifhing more: 


But 
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But to live idle, and grow {pruce, 

: And do as other Gentry ule. 
But, Thomas, ah! The Plague ont's This, 
Waking, I cannot find the Fifo: 
And I've ftrange Scruples; in my Head 


About the defperate Vow i made. 
Ah! Peter, fays his Friend, thy Skull 


Is not more fcrupulousy than dull: 
My Judgment of thy Cafe is This, 
You neither fwore nor caught the Fifa: 
So that you'd better, without grudging, 
Take down the Nets, and fall to drudging, 
Than longer chew an empty Scheme, 
And ffarve upon a genteel “Dream. 
The Mo RAL. 
Peter confents 3 and now is able 


To give this Moral of the Fable: 
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That better Fortunes may be made 

By Induftry, and Skill in Trade, 

Than if, Dame Fortune:would equip. ye, 
Some with South/ea; Some Miffifippi. 

For in both Thofe, the Tale will hold, 
All may catch Gudgeons, few catch Gold. 


The ANSWER. 


By BG. Ef; 


OUR Fasvz, Sir, is clean and pretty, 
Y And told to Me --~ excecding W itty. 
To Me ‘who, working on the Scheme 
Of PETER, wak’d from golden “Dream: 
A Lyng Dream! but fo like true, 
That Agamemnon never knew 
A Fairer at his Pillow ftand, 
Tho’ dreft to cheat by Fove’s Command. : 

. By 
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By Such did M@/ton make Ave marvel, 


And fuch La Fountaine taught Hans Carvel. 


All This’is by us Dreamers meant 
To thew we dream by Precedent 5 as 
And can as many Blunders break is 
In’ French, and Englfh, asin Greek: 
For (other Circumftances clipt) 


The naked Truth is ---- I am dipt. 


You know, when Fortune is a changing, 
Dame FANcyY ever takes a Ranging; 
With Me fhe did --- and built a Seat, 
With Coach-Houfe, Gardens, wondrous neat, 


And rather Elegant than Great. 


4 


She furnifh’d all things neceflary 


For Friends --- from Yune to Fanuary 5 
| hen 
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When all the Cunning of Projector, 
Was damp’d by that cur/f Word DinEctor: 


If you have c’er at Swmithfield been 
In May, you have, or might have feen, 
A Chair volant, where Children try 
With little Hands to reach the Sky; 
With Airs ambitious up they go, 
And {corn the Ground and Crowd below: 
Their giddy Circle ended, they 
Defcend again ---- but firtt they pay. 2 
Their Pleafures they in Fancy feel, 
The Gain is H1s, who turns the Wheel. 


Thus Tale for Tale, and there’s the Tett, 


My Statu Quo, Sit, {pcaks the ret. 


To 
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On CATO: Occafion’d by Mr. 
Appison’s Lragedy of that 
Natne. 


IS ancient Rome by Party-FaCtions rent; 


Long fince the gen’rous Cafo did laments 
Himfelf united with his Country’s Caule, 
Bravely refus'd to live, ‘midtt dying Laws. 
Pleasd with returning Liberty to come, 


With Joy the Hero rifes from his Tomb ; 


a ad 


And in Britannia finds afecond Rome. 
Till by repeated Rage, and Civil Fires, 


Th unhappy ParrioT again expires; 


LP Rel © 


Weeps o'er her Fate, and to the Gods retires. 
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To FLORIN DA; 


On her Wearing an Apron embroider’d with 
; rophies and Warlike Inftruments. 


By the Same. 


N Homer's Time, when Deities came down, 


Their proper Signals made each Godhead 
known: 


Thunder from ‘Feve’s Approach, and forked Fire, 
Warn’d each prefumptuous Mortal to retire ; 
When Cytherea rode, who faw the Dove, 
Wilcly gave way, nor view’d the Queen of Love, 
So, whilft Florinda moves with avful State, 
Enfigns of Conquett tell the Deaths thar wait 


Th’afpiring Wretch, who daresto tempt his Fate. 


“Damon 
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DAMON toCELI aA. 


OT fentenc’d Wretches, when the glad 
(Reprieve 


Comes down a longer Date of Life to give, 
With ftronger Tranfports the kind Warrant greet, 
That faves them from a Doom they fear'd to meet 
Than I thy long-expected Letter feize, 

Hoping it might my labring Soul appeate. 

But, oh! too foon, by the Contents I find, 

Celia has charg’d her Mufe to be unkind. 

The wintry Numbers in Refentments flew, 
And dath my Breaft with Drifts of chilling Snow 
In Mercy to me ftill the Storm purfuc, 


And to the laft your vengeful Stores renew. 


ZL Tre 
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The Icicles will foon perform your Doom, 


And grow at once my Murth’rers and my Tomb. 


Think not, it cheets me’ that my Verfe you 
(praife, 


My Bofom pants no longer for, the Bays; 

The Pow’t of Verfe for ever I difclaim, 

And quit that toilfom, doubtful, Chace of Fame. 
Fondly, I own; I did a while afpire 

From Ce/ia’s Eyes to fteal a Poet's Fires 

But She the facred Influence denies, 

And guards with Lightning:her indignant Eyes: 
Betimes, ill-fated Youth, thy Lyre bequeath, 
And with no more the diftant Lawrel-Wreath 
Difdain the Force of Harmony to prove; 
Unlefs you owe that Harmony to Love. 

But Celia fays, thy Bofom burns no more; 


Its Flames are ficken’d, and its Raptures oer: 
That 


i 
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That dull Indiff’rence now. ufurps its part, 

And Indolence has feizd thy ftupid Heart. 

If this be true, ye Furies, let me feel 

Your galling Flames, your Whips of raging Steel ; 
With tharpeft Pains this Lethargy remove, 


Give back my Senfe, and wake me into Love, 


O Celia, crucl Maid, thy Lover hear, 
Still charming, tho relentlef$ and {evere! 
Howe'er my feeble Lines forget t' impart 
The Tendernef that fills my fuffring Hearts 
I boatt a Mind that doves the nobleft Way, 
And {corns Indifference’s bafe Allay 5 
My Mufe may languifh, but my Eyes are full, 
And my Soul fervent, tho’ my Verfe be dull. 
I harbour not a fickle Flame, that darts 


A. fhort-liv’d Blaze, and finks, and fhines by Starts: 
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But one ferene as That, which Night and Day 


Chaft Veffals watch’d, and never knew Decay. 


What, tho’no proud, no vain, Profeflions thine 
No Tranfports glitter in each gladfome Line; 
Can rigid Cefa’s Bofom not allow, 

For conftant Languifhment andWeight of Woe? 
Is it no Pain to doat upon thy Charms, 

Yet fee, that Fate divides thee from my Arms? 
No BlifsI covet, but what Thou can’ft give, 

For thee alone I droop, for thee I live! 

For thee, all otheeJoys infipid grow, 

The Seafon changes, but no Change I know. 
To the dear Thought of Thee I ftandconfin’d, 
And abfent Ce/ia takes up all my Mind. 

My once-priz’d Friends of alter’d Love complain, 
And call me fpiritlefs and dull in vain ; 
Unknowing of my Caufe,unknowing of myPain! } 
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In me no chearful Intervals take Place, 

Mirth flies my Tongue, and Gaiety my Face: 
If This be not ta feel my Ce/a’s Pow’r, 
Still let her wifh me an uneafy Hour s | 

Still be the Pirie relentlef, cruel, Maid, 


Forbear to pity, and perfift t’ upbraid ! 


On LUCIN DA, viliting 


him in his Sicknefs. 
By Mr. JAMES HEYWOOD. 


Sic ego mente jacens, Cy acerbé faucius tit, 

Admonitu cepi fortior effe tuo. 
naeee Sic ad tua verba revixt, 

Ut folet infufo Vena redire mero. 

Ovid. 
S O much J languifh’d, and fo faft, 
! So almoft thought each Hour my-latt, 

That, ‘till divine Lucinda came, 


Life burn’d but with a glim’ring Flame: 
ZL 3, But 
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But raging Sicknefs, ftrong Decay, 
On her Approach, at once gave way : 
So Phebus, with his Rays of Light, 


Difpels the Vapours of the Night, 


As Nature fickens, when a Dearth 
Locks the parch’d Bofom of the. Earth ; 
But, when refrefh’d with kindly, Show’rs, 
We {ce green Groves and filing Flow’! | 
So, at Lucinda’s Sight, half dead 
Before, I raife my drooping Head: 

The Springs of Life are wound again, 


And anew Vigour fwells each Vein. 


Had you not kindly come, to fave 
Your dying Strephon from the Grave, 
“ruitlefs had been the Strife of Art, 
To heal my Limbs, or cafe my Heart- 


Not 
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Not Mead himfelf Relief could give, 


Your Prefence only makes Me live. 


O lovely Maid! be kinder yet, 
And make the Cure, begun, compleat 
Know, that there's fomething ftill behind, 
To cure the Feaver of my Mind: 
Tothy deat Arms I wih to fly, 


There quite revrve, Or gladly aye. 


To a Friend in the Country. 


By Captain R-~- ae 


—y AR diftant from the Mufe, for what refines 
FE The Soul to Love,infpiresthe flowing Liness) 
And whilft no grateful Object glads my Sight, 
Nor Grove, nor funny Hill, to Verfe invite, 
But fome eternal Din obftructs Delight, 
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Poetick Fite, my Friend; now faintly glows, ‘ 
And by Degrees wil ficken into Profe: 
But when. a Friend's Performance you petufe, 


What Judgment blames, good Nature-Will excufe: 


Whilft You, with Fortune's choi¢eft! Bounties 
blett, 


Enjoy fecure Content and filent Rett; 

Whilft Love it {elf your Happinefs confpites, 
And kindly gratifics eternal Fires; 

Me the vain Heat of fond Ambition draws, 

To fight, in Climesunknown, my Country’s Caufe ; 
To landers, or the diftant Dannbes Mead, 
Whiift Honour and her Fav'rite Marlbro lead : 
Or elfe, by brave rgyle’s Command, repair 
To Scotland’s dcfert Hills and rigid Air, 

Yet vain fhall the feveret Climate prove, 

Aga inft a Breaft, fo warm’d within by Love. 


In 
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In vain the tedious March/and fleeplefs Night 
Shall ftrive to make me ftranger to Delight: 


Florella’s Charms fhall-all my Cates remove, 


But, what fhe brings, the pleafing Care of Love. 
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Oh! which fhould I prefer, the generous Fire 


t A 
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Ambitious Honour gives, or foft Defire? 

Honour, the dear Inftructor of the Brave, 

That only marks the Hero from the Slave ; 

That rules the generous Breaft with greater Awe, 
Than e’en Religion, or reftraining Law ; 

Where dwelt thou, darling Goddefs, tell me where 
The Myftery of thy Abode declare: 
Livft thou in dufty Fields, or rough Campaigns, 
Where the full Vigour of thy Influence reigns, 
By the fhril Trumpet and loud Drum infpird, 


Till the whole Soul is with thy Image fir'd? 


Yer 
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Yet never were thy-flatt’sing Charms enjoy'd, 
Till inthe cold Embrace the Hero. dy’d, 

Or fhalhI feek thee at,the bufy Bar, 

Where Lawyers wage a no lef noify War? 
Can Honour in the 47r'd Oration reign, 

Or Thin of »Glory. dwell with Thirk of Gain? 
Falfe Honour! Vain, Illufion,. vainly fought! 


Exiftence haft thou no where, but in Thought. 


So the bewilder'd Travellers purfie 
Delulive Fires, if Fairy Tales are true, 
Quite oer the craggy Rock, and tedious Plain; } 
At laft furrounded by.the roaring Main, 


Safety and Home employ theirThoughts in vain. 


But Love’s the fofteft Paffion of: the Mind, 


Where Innocence and lafting Joys are joyn’d. 


Re- 
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When Nature gave us Love, fhe gave fuch Store 
Of HappinefS, that fhe could add no more. 
One Scale with weighty Cares the Goddefs fills, 


But Love’s the Balance of ten thoufand Ills. 


Would my Fiorella take me to her Arms, 
Adieu, the flafhy Pomp of loud Alarms! 
Far from the noify Camp would I retire, 
With Joys luxuriant feed the am‘rous Fire : 
Reclin’d upon her tender Bofom lye, 
Drinking full Draughts of Love at either Eye: 
Breath out my Soul in fofteft Words, and Sighs, 


And the vain, envious, giddy World defpife. 
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Writ ina Lady’s Prayer Book. 


By the Same. 


HILST You, bright Angel, Heaven 
alone purfue, 
Our Thoughts are fix’d on equal Heaven in You. 
But why fuch Beauty and fuch Rigour joud:? 
Ne‘er for a Cloyfter was that Face defign’d; 
To blefs, and not to curfe, Mankind, ‘twas giv'n; 


Then file, and anfwer the Defigns of Heav'n. 


A SONG to Sytvt4. 


BY Dr. KENRICK. 


ees 


I. 
HEN Lovers meet beneath a Shade, 


And all things hufh’d for Blifs confpire; 
Cf Ice and Snow the Nymph is made, 


Whom Paffion warms not into Fire. 
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Il. 
Hafte, lovely Sy/via, hafte to Joy; 
The winged God begins to rife; 


Catch, catch him, eer he mounts away ; 
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He’s paft your Reach, if once he’ flies. 


To Mrs. BEHN, on her Poems. 


By the Same. 


| AIL! beauteous Prophetefs, in whoni 
alone 


Heaven’s Matter-piece of all your Sex is fhown. 


For wondrous Skill it argues, wondrous Care, \ 
Where two fuch Stars in firm Conjunétion are, ? 
A Brain fo glorious, and a Face fo fair ! ) 
Two Goddeffes in your Compofure joind, 
Venus the Limbs, Minerva gave the Mind. 
With how much Eafe your manly Numbers flow, 
coft as your Lips, and even. as your brow: 


Gentle 
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Gentle as Air, bright as Meridian Sky, 

Clear as yout Skin, and {parkling asyour Eye! 
No tedious, barren Plain the View beguiles, 
No craggy Precipice the Profped& {poils. 
Rapture and Charms o'er all the Soilappear; 


You and your Verfe are Tempé ev'ry where. 


The Mufes, to our Sex perverfe and coy, 
Aftraa, You familiarly enjoy; 
Their Glories hid from us You uriderftand, 
And,whatWe court with Pain, withEafe command. 
To Us referv’d, to You they All difplay 
Their charming Stores, and at your Mercy lay ; 
You ne‘er but like the Pho/phor draw a Line, 
And, foon astouch’d, the beautcous Subjects fhine: 
The Female Lawrels were obfcur'd ’till now, 
And they deferve the Shades in which they grow. 
But Daphne, at your Call, returns her flight, 
Looks boldly up, and dares the God of Light. 

If 
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if we Orinda’s Woks with Youts compare, 
Uncouth; they like their native Soil appears 
Mean as its Peafants, as its Mountains bare. 

In Sappho's Stiains, the Woman all appears, 


In borrow’d Pride fhe ruffet Lawrels wears 
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With yout own Hand you pluck ‘th’ immortal 
Leaves; 


Wake 
And, for your Head; the Mufe her Chaplet weaves. 
If Love's the Fheam, You Ovid's Art excell, 
We catch the Paflion which You fing fo well. 
Love’s God himfelf no greater Skill imparts, 

Soft as his Plumes, and piercing as his Darts! 

Is Pafforal your Song? You elad the Swains 
With livelierNotcs, with {pritelier Smiles the Plains. 
More gayly than the Spring you deck the Bow’ts; 
And breath new May o'er all the Fieldsand Flow's, 
If eer the Happy Golden Age return, 


And gain frefh Luftre from its iron Urn ; 


The 
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The Golden Age, not what. it was, fhall be; 
But as th’ Idea’s purify’d by Thee. 
That was the common, This th’ Elixir Gold,' 
Refin'd from that Alloy it had of Old. 

Hail! all ye Bards, by great Aftrea praisd, 
By her Applaufe to nobler Being rais‘d; 
Stampt with her Name,your Sterling Wit is fhown, 


And boafts, aj once, her Value and your own, 
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